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ORIGINAL  ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE  object  of  this  drama  is  to  Drove, 
by  illustration,  the  absurdity  and  impossi- 
bility of  the  French  system,  and  turn  the 
whole  into  that  ineffable  ridicule  it  de- 
serves, by  shoving  its  weakness,  folly,  im- 
policy, and  impracticability.  On  these 
grounds,  the  revolution  is  combated  as 
well  in  its  highest  as  its  lowest  gradations, 
and  then  destroyed,  ultimately,  by  the 
force  of  its  own  absurdity  —  all  along, 
however,  with  an  avowed  reverence  for 
rational  liberty,  such  as  it  lives,  moves, 
and  has  a  being  in  Great  Britain.  It  has 
been  well  observed,  "ridicule  is  the  most 
powerful  sting  that  folly  can  experience; 
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4  ADVERTISEMENT. 

its  wounds  are  deeper  than  those  of  di-< 
reef,  reproach,  and  they  have  the  addi- 
tional and  peculiar  quality  of  being  in- 
curable." 

Since  the  above  advertisement  was 
written,  the  manuscript  has  been  exami- 
ned by  various  literary  acquaintance  as 
well  as  by  the  author,  The  result  is  a 
general  opinion,  that  there  could  not  be  a 
period,  since  it  was  written,  at  which  the 
ridicule,  the  display  of  the  characters,  and 
the  truth  of  the  circumstances,  could  be 
so  forcibly  understood  or  enjoyed  as  at 
the  present  moment. 

But  some  curious  matter  attaches  to  the 
history  of  this  performance.  It  was  writ- 
ten abroad,  when  the  cgaUtc-mania  was  at 
its  height ;  to  the  ludicrous  as  well  as  fatal 
effects  of  which,  the  Author  and  a  most 
intelligent  and  observing  friend,  who  con- 
tributed both  to  the  design  and  execution 
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of  the  work,  were  eve  and  ear-witnesses. 
The  truth  is  not,  in  any  one  instance,  as  to 
the  broad  and  general  facts  which  were 
then  daily  passing,  in  the  smallest  degree 
overcharged.  On  the  Author's  return  to 
his  native  country,  in  1794-5,  he  sent  the 
manuscript  to  several  booksellers,  of  all 
the  different  hues  that  the  political  ca- 
meleon  could  assume.  They  were  "fear- 
ful to  undertake,  in  a  printed  attack, 
the  loyal  side  of  the  question,"  particu- 
larly at  a  crisis  when  an  invasion  was 
hourly  apprehended.  One  of  the  trade 
"  did  not  feel  himself  bold  \"  Yet  see  the 
revolutions  of  feeling.  An  invasion  is 
still  expected  ;  and,  so  far  from  its  being 
any  longer  a  topic  of  political  caution,  or 
of  personal  reserve,  every  body  speaks 
and  writes  of  it  with  an  unbounded  and 
manly  freedom,  suited  to  the  liberty,  spi- 
rit, and  union  of  the  country.  Probably 
there  is  not,  at  this  time,  a  publisher,  an 
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author,  or  a  reader  in  the  empire,  who 
does  not,  in  his  heart,  believe,  that  the 
new  drama,  which  has  been  so  long  in 
preparation  by  the  same  actors,  though 
under  a  different  manager,  to  be  repre- 
sented on  the  theatre  of  Great  Britain, 
will  turn  out,  notwithstanding  all  its  tragic 
threats,  to  be  as  complete  a  farce  as  that 
which  was  exhibited  at  the  time  above- 
mentioned  on  the  political  stage  of  France. 
The  piece,  therefore,  as  it  was  then 
performed  in  the  latter  country  with  uni- 
versal applause,  being  now  universally 
damned  in  every  other  part  of  Europe,  yea, 
and  in  France  also  —  if  people  dare  speak 
as  honestly  there  as  we  do  here  —  it  can  no 
longer  be  necessary,  either  in  a  political 
or  mora!  sense,  to  withhold  the  picture. 
It  will  be  contemplated  with  an  equal 
mixture  of  salutary  mirth  and  serious  in- 
dignation. In  private  circles,  it  has  often 
given  pleasure  to  men  too  honourable  to 
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mislead,  and  too  wise  to  misjudge.  Hence, 
a  reasonable  hope  may  be  formed,  that 
the  sphere  of  that  pleasure  may  be  ex* 
tended  by  its  publication, 

PROLOGUE. 

Indulge  me,  my  beloved  countrymen 
and  readers,  in  one  brief  but  ardent  apros- 
trophe,  by  way  of  prologue. 

O  !  did^men  but  know  where  or  when  to 
stop,  how  much  richer,  nobler,  and  hap- 
pier, would  this  world  of  our's  prove  to 
its  inhabitants  ! 

"  How  many  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment 
Wanting  this  stop,  their  currents  turn  awry, 
And  lose  the  name  of  action  !" 

And  how  aptly  does  this  parody  of  a  pas- 
sage engraven  on  every  memory  go  to  3, 
thousand  things  which  "  youth  and  ob- 
servation copy." 

Not  only  is  there  "  a  tide"  but  a  time 
in  human  affairs.     That  time  is  the  pre- 
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cise  hour,  minute,  nay,  moment-marl",  of 
whatever  is  most  admirable,  most  wise, 
most  interesting,  most  sublime  !  It  is  the 
exact  bound  of  greatness  and  felicity. 
Within  its  borders  arc  contained  the  dig- 
nity, use,  and  beauty  of  human  efforts. 
It  is  the  point  at  which  honour,  fame, 
and  every  glory  on  this  side  the  sun, 
gains  its  acme;  beyond  it,  is  lolly, 
disgrace,  and  ignominy.  Had  this  sa- 
cred barrier  been  respected,  what  a  re- 
volution might  have  been  that  of  France! 
Did  ever  so  genial  and  radiant  a  dawn 
give  promise  of  a  more  beauteous  da  to 
cheer  and  to  bless  mankind  !  A\  as  ever  a 
political  morning  so  overcast  by  porten- 
tous shadows,  or  made  so  intolerable  by  a 
racing  meridian  !  Did  ever  a  national 
sun  Sv  t  so  deeo  in  blood  ! 

L 

And  what  do  we  rind  at  the  bottom  of 
the  account  ?  In  what  part  of  the  crimson 
continent  has  the  boasted  tree  of  liberty 
fixed  its  root  ?  Where  has  it  flourished  un- 
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injured  in  its  branches,  or  where  yielded  its 
heart-cheering  fruit?  Tell  me,  ye  heroes 
and  patriots,  where  it  now  thrives  ?  Point 
out  the  favoured  spot,  and  whether  its 
I  ^mal  clime  be  in  a  monarchy,  a  repub- 
lic', or  an  empire,  I  will  call  it  blessed  ! 
y  a,  ai  d  m  this  side  idolatry,  I  will  wor- 

7W. jp.iitime,  in  common  with  millions  of 
my  countrymen,  who  live  on,  cultivate, 
and  venerate  the  soil,  where  they  know  it 
has  been  rooted  for  ages;  and  where  it  has 
been  proved  sound  at  heart  as  its  own 
oaks,  i  shad  continue  to  reverence  it! 

"  Island  of  bliss !  amid  the  subject-seas 
That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coasts,  set  up, 
At  once  the  wonder,  terror,  and  delight, 
Of  distant  nations  ;  whose  remotest  shores 
Can  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm ; 
Kot  to  be  shook  thy  self,  but  all  assaults 
Raffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  sea-wave." 
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HAIL  FELLOW  !  WELL  MET  ! 
4>c.  $c. 


ACT  I 


SCENE    I. 


A  Servant's  Hall  badly  furnished ;  —  Ned  in 
a  melancholy  Posture,  with  his  Cat  upon  his 
Knee. 

Aye,  poor  soul,  pur  away  —  pur  away,  puss. 
Heigho  !  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  old  times. — 
Don't  you  remember  when  you  and  I  used  to 
tuck  ourselves  in  the  chimney  corner,  by  the 
fire-side,  at  the  good  old  lodge  of  Hampshire, 
in  good  Old  England  ?  Dear  dumb  soul,  don't 
you  remember  it?  that  was  life  !  that  was 
liberty  !   Bat  as  the  song  says,  [sings  sorrow- 


12  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

folly,"]  "  Alteration,  alteration,  oil  !  what  a 
wonderful  alteration  !*'  Heigho  !  when  I  think 
of  this,  I  am  half  angry  with  you  for  purring, 
and  being  happy,  puss.  —  You  ought  to  be 
miserable,  and  mew  ;  you  ought  to  be  as  melan- 
choly as  your  master  —  Heigho  I 

Enter  Spruce,  as  from  a  Journey,  in  his  Hi- 
ding Dress  and  dirty  Boots. 

SPRUCE. 

Hey-day,  Ned  Butler — what  !  moralizing  to 
thy  eat  !  —  Montaigne  in  the  kitchen  '. 

NED. 

\Joyfully.~]  Is  it  you  Mr.  Spruce?- — This  is 
indeed  a  comfort !  — to  sec  the  face  of  a  coun- 
tryman !  a  townsman  !  a  next-door  neighbour! 

s  p  r  u  c  E. 
And  of  a  friend,  my  dear  Neddy  ! 

NED. 

I  could  cry  for  joy.  — Poor  tab,  here,  is 
the  only  one  of  my  country  I  could  call  a  true 
friend,  since  I  left  it. — Scv,  puss,  here  is  Mr. 
Spruce-  you  may  pur  away  now  as  long  as  you 
please. 

SPRUCE. 

I  am  come  post  from  Montpclier  with  dis- 
patches from  my  master  to  yours.- — Here  they 
are  ;   ami  ha\  \<  a  little  packet  in  the  bye-bag 
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for  Miss  Florentia.  —  I  hope  the  wedding  may 
be  kept,  after  all  —  either  in  the  New  Forest,  at 
good  old  Steady  Hall,  or  at  Air-Castle  Lodge, 
or  in  the  pretty  little  village  of  London ;  and 
that  you  and  I  may  dance  at  it  with  the  girls  of 
our  hearts,  in  the  land  that  we  love.  I  see  you 
are  a  packing  up  here  —  all  at  sixes  and  sevens. 

—  I  suppose,  if  we  had  not  stole  a  march  on 
you,  you  would  have  been  oft*  before  us  ;  but 
now,  I  foresee,  we  shall  all  take  wing  together. 
Hey,  Ned  !  then  as  the  sons;  says,    \sin^s] 

"  May  we,  when  toil  and  danger's  o'er, 
Cast  anchor  on  our  native  shore." 

Chorus,   Chorus,  little  Neddy. 

"  Cast  anchor  on  our  native   shore." 

NED, 

The  wedding  !  London!  stole  a  march!  cast 
anchor  on  our  native  shore  !      Ileigho  ! 

S  P  It  U  C  E. 

Yes,  and  its  high  time  !  I,  and  my  masters, 
and,  indeed,  allot' us,  are  sticklers  for  the  good 
old  cause ;  we  love  the  king,  the  country,  the 
friends,    and  the  pretty  girls  we  left  behind  us. 

—  Aye,  and  the  good  old  laws  that  take  cure, 
of  them.  Tilings  on  this  side  the  water  look  a 
little  rickety,  and  one  is  scarce  sure  of  the 
head  on  our  shoulders.  —  Folks  here  make  a 
fuss  about  liberty,  and  clap  you  into  a  jail  to 
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prove  you  are  a  free  wan  !  Thank  heaven,  we 
are  just  got  off  in  time,  as  this  packet  full  of 
papers  will  shew. 

NED. 

[Aside.']  There's  no  stopping  him  yet.  What 
may  those  be,  Air.  Spruce?  [To  him. 

s  pruc  e. 

The  freedoms  of  every  city,  town,  village, 
and  toil-bar,  through  which  we  have  passed 
all  the  way  from  Montpelicr  to  Havre.  Per- 
mits and  passports,  my  little  ^\cc\,  after  the 
new  fashion  of  granting  licenses;  by  whose  au- 
thority, alter  about  a  thousand  whys  and 
wherefores  —  whence  do  you  comes,  and  where 
are  you  goings,  &c.  —  a  man  is  suffered  to  see 
after  his  business.  Not,  however,  without  a 
bayonet  at  your  breast,  and  a  musket  at  your 
head,  while  your  carriage  is  stopped  on  the 
high -way,  and  a  score  of  fierce-looking  fellows 
asking  impertinent  questions.  Yes,  damn  it, 
'tis  time  to  be  off.  Old  England  is  good 
enough  for  me.  If  a  man  asks  me  an  imper- 
tinent question,  there,  [doubling  his  fst,~\  I 
know  how  to  answer  him — you  understand 
me  —  I  know  how  to  answer  him  —  so  lose  no 
more  time,  my  little  fellow,  but  take  up  the 
dispatches;  tell  your  old  master  that  Sir  Tho- 
mas will  be  here  to  dinner,  and  whisper  in  the 
ear  of  Miss  Fiorentia  that  my  young  'Squire  ha* 
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seen  nothinghalfso  pretty  as  herself,  since  he  gave 

her  beautiful  lips  the  parting  kiss  ;  and  that  he 
means  to  run  away  with  her  and  her  whole 
family  in  less  than  four-and- twenty  hours. 
Cheer  up,  then,  my  old  boy,  you  and  miss 
Tabby  here  shall  be  of  the  party. 

NED. 

Have  you  done,  Mr.  Spruce?  In  the  name 
of  patience,  have  you  done? 

SPRUCE. 

I  have;  and  am  read}  to  hear  what  either 
you  or  your  cat  have  to  say ;  only  let  it  be 
brief;  as  riding  full  speed  all  night  creates  an 
appetite,  and  I  have  had  nothing  to  eat  but 
my  passports,  which,  to  an  English  stomach, 
are  somewhat  hard  of  digestion. 

N  ED. 

To  begin,  then  :  know,  that  so  far  from  re- 
turning back  to  dear  England  and  the  family 
estate,  Sir  John  has  sent  for  a  ship-load  of  fur- 
niture from  the  Lodge,  and  has  made  a  pur- 
chase of  this  stupid  old  mansion  and  its  pur- 
tenanees;  notwithstanding  which,  we  have  nei 
titer  nun  nor  maid,  servants  in  the  house,  nor 
out  of  it,  except  I  and  the  steward,  Mr.  Sta- 
tu quo. 

s  p  k  v  c  E. 

So  ! 
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NED. 

No,  we  are  the  only  servants  left  in  the  fa- 
mily ;  and,  indeed,  not  a  soul  comes  into  this 
deserted  apartment,  now,  but  us  ;  me  and  my 
cat,  who,  poor  creature,  is  so  good  as  to  stay 
and  keep  me  company. 

spruce. 
Very  obliging  of  her,  indeed  ;  but  you  sur- 
prise me.  Why,  I  thought  Sir  John  only  took 
this  crazy  castle  for  a  couple  of  years,  just  to 
perfect  Miss  Flory  in  the  French  lingo,  and 
that  at  the  end  of  the  said  two  years  you 
would  all  be  as  glad  to  return  home,  as 
we  should,  when  Sir  Thomas  recruited  his 
health,  which,  heaven  be  praised,  is  now  as 
hearty  as  ever.  But  the  servants  all  gone  ! 
What's  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  I  left  you  all 
over  a  cheerful  lire-side,  blazing  on  merry 
faces,  and  now  I  can  see  nothing  but  a  soup- 
Tiiaigre  cat,  and  the  lack-a-daysical  counte- 
nance of  one  solitary  serving- man.  Sure  the 
old  Baronet  has  not  run  out?  And  yet  this 
dismal  room,  where  every  thing  seems  to  be 
looking  about,  like  poor  Neddy,  for  a  better 
place,  is  plaguy  like  it.  Xo,  the  old  boy  can't 
have  run  out,  either. 

N'ED. 

Yes,  but  he  has  —  out  of  hit  zcits. 
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SPRUCE. 

How  many  a  heart  will  ache  for  that :  he 
was  a  dear  good  gentleman,  and  every  body 
loved  him. 

NED. 

Every  body  had  reason.  Hot  and  hasty ; 
but  the  best  man,  master,  and  friend 

SPRUCE. 

Next  to  my  master,  in  the  world  ;  I  confess 
it.     But  gone  mad  you  say? 

NED. 

Stark  — 

SPRUCE. 

Not  confined  ? 

NED. 

With  the  gout  these  eleven  months ;  other- 
wise, to  have  seen  what  I  see  daily,  lie  must 
have  been  mad  indeed. 

SPRUCE. 

In  debt,  then,  I  suppose?  Ruined  his  fa- 
mily, turned  oft'  his  servants,  and  so  gone  out 
of  his  senses. 

NED. 

No,  his  servants  turned  off  him. 

SPRUCE. 

Ungrateful  varlets  ! 

NED. 

Twas  by  his  own  consent,  though;  indeed, 
he  insisted  on  it.     In  short,  not  to  keep  you 

VOL,   II,  c 
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any  longer  in  suspense,  you  must  know  that 
my  master,  Sir  John,  and  his  sister,  Mrs.  Uto- 
pia, have  taken  it  into  their  heads,  within  a 
week  after  you  left  us,  to  turn  every  thing 
topsyturvy.  The  servants  are  all  gentlemen, 
and  the  gentry  servants ;  the  kitchen  has  got 
into  the  parlour,  the  parlour  into  the  kitchen,  and 
the  heels  stand  just  where  the  head  should  he. 

SPIU'C  E. 

The  devil ! 

NED. 

Every  thing  and  every  body  are  changed. 
The  name  of  this  castle  was  Belle- Champs,  or 
some  such  Frenchified  thing  ;  it  is  now,  for- 
sooth, Libert}-- Hall,  because  every  body  is  to 
do  as  he  likes  best ;  and,  if  ever  we  go  back  to 
it  again,  dear  old  Aircastle  Lodge  is  to  be 
called  so  too. 

SPRUCE. 

O,  now  I  understand  you.  What  you  have 
all  caught  the  French  influenza;  all  turned 
Jacobites  ?     Ha,    ha,    ha  ! 

NED. 

Jacobites !  develites,  I  think  !  The  good  old 
Lodge,  in  Hampshire,  is  shut  up;  some  say  ?ti< 
going  to  be  sold.  The  chattels,  as  I  told  you, 
are  travelling  hither —  a  set  of  the  best  servants 
in  the  world  are  turned  off,  and  those  who  came 
from  Emrlaud  in  their  room  nix:  all  to  be  Sir  John's 


A   CONTINENTAL   DRAMA.  Vj 

equals :  then  we  are  going  to  have  half  a 
score  of  soup-maigre  French  fellows  besides, 
who,  they  say,  refuse  to  take  any  hire,  but 
who  make  free  every  day  with  more  than  an 
honest  man's  yearly  wanes.  The  steward  and 
I  came  over  from  love  and  affection  to  our 
master,  but  we  are  neglected,  despised,  and 
insulted  ;  while  poor  Sir  John  encourages  them 
in  robbing  him,  because  he  swears  'tis  con — ■ 
con — confraternity  —  a  cursed  word,  which,  I 
find,  means  thieving  from  ones  brother;  and  then, 
if  he  don't  thank  you  for  it,  chopping  his  head  off. 

SPKCCE. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  a  good  definition.  This  is 
all  wonderful;  but  I  do  not  despair  of  a 
counter-revolution  in  the  family  yet.  I  will 
undertake  the  kitchen,  provided  I  may  consi- 
der you  and  your  cat  as  my  allies;  in  the  mean 
time,  my  master  and  the  young  'Squire  may 
operate  on  the  parlour.  I  suppose  I  can  depend 
on  your  assistance,  my  loyal  little  fellow? 

NED. 

[Embracing  him.]  Yes,  on  my  life,  my 
dear  friend,  and  here's  my  hand  on  it,  heart 
and  all.  Hearing  so  much  of  the  French  non- 
sense, I  thought  there  might  be  something  in 
it;  and  so,  by  way  of  a  day's  experiment,  tried 
to  be  (you  must  know)  as  idle  as  my  betters, 
but  I   could   make  no  hand  of  it.     The  first 

c  2 
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half  hour,  with  a  little  yawning,  went  oil' 
tolerably  well ;  the  second  was  cleverly  dis- 
patched in  s*cep ;  I  consumed  the  third  in 
looking-  about  me;  I  wearied  myself  in  the 
fourth  with  wishing  I  was  at  home;  and  after, 
slept  likewise  away  the  fifth:  and  this  Mould 
have  been  a  great  relief,  had  not  my  second 
nap  been  sadly  troubled  by  the  ghosts  of  fifty 
different  things  I  left  undone,  insomuch,  that 
all  the  work  which  I  had  neglected,  while 
waking,  was  now,  by  way  of  punishment,  to 
be  performed  asleep.  On  rising  from  the  bed, 
after  this,  I  found  more  vexation  than  you  can 
imagine,  in  perceiving  it  was  all  a  dream.  The 
rest  of  my  day  was  dribbled  away  in  attempts 
to  be  as  thoughtless  as  my  master:  but  here 
too  I  miscarried  ;  for  I  felt  that  the  seeing  him 
neglect  his  own  affairs  and  interest  made  my 
diligence  the  more  necessary,  and  the  breach 
of  it  so  much  the  worse,  In  short,  every 
thing  I  had  omitted  seemed  to  say,  *'  Ned, 
thou  art  in  a  fair  way  of  being:  a  wicked  good- 
for-notl'ing  fellow;  and  if  other  people,  my 
dear  Spruce,  were  made  half  as  miserable  by  a 
life's  laziness  as  I  have  been  by  a  single  day's, 
they  would  soon  look  upon  the  gibbet,  or  the 
guillotine,  they  talk  so  much  about,  as  a  com- 
fortable refuge,  aye,  and  thank  the  hang- 
man, or  the  head-cutter,  into  the  bargain,  with 
ail  their  hearts. 


A  CONTINENTAL  DRAMA.  21 

SPRUCE. 

You  are  a  fine  little  fellow,  Ned,  but  you 
enter  only  into  the  dull  part  of  the  French 
plan.  Were  the  new  democrates  of  this  coun- 
try, or  their  votaries,  only,  like  you,  to  catch 
the  vapours,  and  then  sleep  them  off,  'twould 
be  well  for  Europe;  but  the  spirit  of  the  sys- 
tem lies  in  quite  different  things ;  in  little  rest, 
and  much  action — in  doing  all  the  mischief 
you  can  to  society  —  in  robbing  your  neigh- 
bours—  in  plundering  strangers  —  and,  under 
the  mask  of  brotherly  love,  in  committing  all 
sorts  of  roguery :  when  you  were  upon  trial, 
you  should  have  kept  yourself  awake  by  some- 
thing of  this  kind.  A  sleepy  republican  is  a 
harmless  animal,  Ned. 

NED. 

What !  rob  my  neighbour,  or  plunder  a  stran- 
ger !  Take  what  is  not  mine,  or  only  make  it 
so  by  telling  a  cursed  IJ£,  which  every  body 
would  see  through :!  ]sc\  Master  Spruce,  damn 
it,  no!  I  had  rather  add  the  labours  of  my 
night  to  those  of  my  day,  and  work  double 
tides  for  my  coarse  honest  bread,  than  get  the 
finest  and  whitest  loaf  that  way. 

SPRUCE. 

Honest !  why  you  forget  that  these  things 
are  now,  by  decree,  public  virtues  and  patriot- 
ism. Why,  civic  crowns,  man,  are  decreed  for 
robbing;  'tis  all  the  reward  of  virtue.  I  tell  you. 
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NED. 

Decree  what  they  will,  change  the  names 
of  things  as  they  please,  their  natures  alter  not, 
Master  Spruce;  no  more  than  their  new  regula- 
tions of  weeks,  months,  and  years,  can  alter 
the  course  of  the  sun.  No,  no,  lying  is  ly- 
ing in  all  countries,  a  knave  is  a  knave  all 
the  world  over.  What  is  mine,  is  not  ycur's  — 
what  is  your's  cannot  he  mine,  without  I  buy, 
borrow,  or  steal  it;  it'  I  buy  it  I  am  in  that 
act  at  least  an  honest  man  ;  it'  I  borrow  it,  I  may 
he  so  too;  but,  if  I  steal  it,  though  it  be  only 
the  worth  of  a  farthing.  I  am  a  damned  rogue. 
I  say  decrees,  indeed  !  the  laws  of  God  and  of 
my  own  soul  tell  me,  when  I  am  a  knave  and 
when  I  am  not;  and,  as  for  all  your  decrees  to 
the  contrary,  and  the  decree-mongers,  why, 
they  arc  damned  rogues,  too;  and  they  know 
it.  so  come  and  take  a  little  refreshment;  and, 
though  hopeless  of  any  change  for  the  b<  tter  to 
be  produced  from  them,  I  will  deliver  your  dis- 
patches. This  to  Miss  Flory,  in  particular^ 
she  is  a  dear  o-ood  voting  ladv. 

S  PRUC  K. 

[Going,  and  taking  Xed  by  the  arm.]  Suc- 
cessful or  not,  you,  I,  and  friend  Tabby,  will 
live  and  die  honest  fellows. 

[Exeunt  Ned,  shaking  his  head,  and  catch- 
ing up  his  cat. 
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SCENE  II. 

Scene  changes  to  Sir  John's  Bedchamber  ;  his 
Steward,  Statu  quo,  is  getting  him  from 
the  Bed  into  a  great  Arm-chair. 

Sir  John  Aircastle  and   Statuquo. 

STATUQUO. 

He,  he,  lie  !  your  Honour  maketh  me  to  be- 
lieve there  is  a  pleasure  in  being  positive,  which 
none  but  positive  gentlemen  know. 

SIR  JOHN. 

And  you  make  me  certain  that  you  are  an 
old  fool,  who,  presuming  on  the  gentleness  of 
my  temper,  on  my  cruel  disorder,  and  on  your 
being  an  old  standard  in  the  family,  take  a 
pleasure  in  putting  me  into  a  passion,  though 
you  know  it  tears  me  to  pieces.  Ugh!  ugh! 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  that  twinge,  you  hard- 
hearted old  aristocratical  flint-stone,  I  am ;  but 
why  do  1  argue  with  a  rank  enemy  to  the  great 
question.?  You,  my  wife,  my  daughter,  my 
cousin  Steadv,  and  a  dozen  more  of  you,  are 
still  a  pack  of  inveterate  slaves,  who  are  only 
angry  at  me,  because  I  have  resolved  to  be  no 
longer  a  tyrant.  Zounds  !  you  are  enough  to 
make  me  forswear  my  own  system,  were  it  only 
for  the  pleasure  of  punishing  you  all  as  you 
deserve. 
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statu  quo. 
[Leading  Sir  John  to  the  chair.]  I  hope  the 
mildness  of  your  Honour's  disposition  will  per- 
mit your  humble  slave  to  suggest,  that  my  Lady, 
your  spouse,  Miss  Florentia,  your  daughter,  and 
the  other  honourable  personages  you  have  men- 
tioned, (myself  not  excepted,)  are  your  Ho- 
nour's best  friends  and  counsellors,  especially 
when  they  advise  you  to  leave  this  contused 
country  to  its  own  devices,  and  to  return  to 
your  own  peaceful  land  and  household  gods. 

SIR    JOHN. 

Household  gods  !  household  devils  !  and  you 
are  one  of  the  worst  of  them,  or  you  would 
be  convinced  that  I  have  no  intention  but  to 
convert  slaves  into  free  men  ! 

STATU  QUO. 

In  that  your  Honour  has  succeeded.  Ha, 
ha,   ha! 

SIR   JOIIX. 

And  make  them  equals  ! 

STAT  UQ  CO. 

Therein  hath  your  Honour  failed  a  little: 
I',;  aitlif  ugh  your  slaves  avtjree  enough  of  all 
c  rwiv-ncc,  I  if,  he.  he!  inasmuch  as  they 
take  v.l. at  is  none  of  their  own,  and  make  you 
do  their  dirty  work,  I  humbly  conceive  them  to 
be  youj  J  Honour's  superiors. 
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SIR  JOHN. 

We  are  all  brothers  and  sisters,  varlet !  The 
world  1ms  been  going-  on  wrong  almost  ever 
since  it  came  out  of  chaos— -as  hills  and  valleys 
are  the  effects  of  convulsions  in  the  natural,  so 
are  distinctions  of  high  arid  low  the  monsters 
of  the  political  system.  The  universe  ought  to 
be  one  smooth  plain,  and  "  all  it  inherits" 
should  be  a  level  —  level  as  a  lawn  —  no  inequa- 
lities—  no  ups  or  downs  —  no  poor  — no  rich 
■ — no  ineums  and  tuums  —  no  titles  —  no  prin- 
cipalities—  no  powers  —  no  majesty,  but  of  the 
people  —  all  one  —  all  alike  —  no  servants  —  no 
slaves. 

STAT  L*  QUO. 

He,  lie,  he !  your  Honour  provoketh  me  to 
laugh  ;  for,  I  cannot  help  thinking,  that,  on 
your  Honour's  fine  system,  you  would  not  have 
a  kind-hearted  fellow,  like  myself,  to  rub  your 
feet,  or  put  on  these  flannel  wrappers.  Fur- 
thermore, in  a  good  solid  fit  of  the  gout,  your 
Honour  might  die  bed-ridden,  while  your  ma- 
jestic new  brothers  and  sisters  gorged  away  in 
your  pantry,  or  got  drunk  in  your  cellar ;  as,  in 
truth,  has  been  pretty  much  the  case  ever  since 
your  Honour  has  been  tied  by  the  legs,  and  be- 
come the  friend  of  liberty. 

SIR    JOHN. 

'Tis  false  !  'tis  defamation  !  'tis  all  slander  ! 
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STATU  QUO. 

It  is  verity  your  Honour,  'tis  the  gospel  of 
truth  ;  and,  if  it  had  not  been  for  Ned  the  but- 
ler and  myself,  you  would  not  have  had,  by  this 
time,  a  loaf  or  a  bottle  !  You  would  have  lite- 
rally been  swallowed  up  by  patriots. 

SIR   JO  H  N , 

So  much  the  better — -the  patriots  are  wel- 
come to  me.  I  am  a  part  of  them  ;  and  only 
■wish  I  had.  become  one  of  them  ten  years  ago  ! 
]  had  long  ere  this  been  — 

statu q i  o. 

In  a  jail  or  an  alms-house  — though,  I  crave 
pardon,  not  in  a  jail  —  I  had  forgot,  the  French 
have  decreed  there  is  to  be  no  courts  of  justice 
- — the  prisons  are  reserved  only  for  the  lovers 
of  their  country  :  your  Honour,  therefore,  could 
only  have  been  in  an  hospital. 

SI  R   JOHN. 

Traducer,  no !  I  should  have  been  in  the 
temple  of  liberty  !  and  ranked  amongst  the  no- 
blest of  those  who  have  been  the  fathers  of  the 
people  !  O  this  cursed  gout !  at  a  time  like  this, 
too,  when  every  limb  should  be  working  in  the 
great  canst-  of  mankind  !   in  the  emancipation  of 

tlu-  universe!  in .    See.  villain,  howl  suffer 

at  the  cruel  thought  of  being  in  fetters,  chained 
down  to  this  scoundrel  chair,  while  my  soul  is 
panting  for  freedom. 
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STATUQUO. 

And  yet  your  Honour,  as  I  said  before,  your 
case  might  be  a  great  deal  worse,  if  left  to  your 
patriot  brothers  and  sisters;  many  of  whom, 
late  as  it  is  in  the  morning,  are  taking  the 
liberty  of  snoring  in  their  beds,  instead  of  do- 
ing, as  formerly,  their  master's  business.  I  do 
not  think  there  is  a  creature  up  in  the  family, 
except  myself,   Ned  Butler,   and  his  cat. 

SIR  JOHN. 

"What's  that  to  you  ?  or  to  me  ?  if  they  please 
themselves  it  is  sufficient;  and,  as  to  master 
and  servant,  how  often  must  I  tell  you,  these 
vile  terms  are  abolished.  Their  happiness  is 
my  only  object. 

STATUQUO. 

In  that  object  too  has  your  Honour  miscar- 
ried :  —  they  are  as  restless,  as  unhappy,  as 
much  out  of  their  place,  and  almost  as  much 
out  of  their  senses,  under  favour,  as  your 
Honour.  Here  comes  one  who  has  seen  as 
many  proofs  of  this  as  myself —  Honest  Ned 
True. 

SIR  JOHN. 

You  and  he  are  the  only  slaves  left  in 
my  family,  and  are  therefore  welcome  to  leave 
it  as  soon  as  you  please: — so  get  my  dish  of 
coffee,  receive  the  message  of  that  fellow,  and 
take  him  along  with  you,   for  you  are   lit  com- 
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pany  only  for  each  other:  —  as  to  the  yearly 
accounts,  they  mry  wait.  This  is  to  be  a 
grand  day,  a  festival ;  it  finishes  my  year  of 
freedom ;  it  close.-;  the  first  twelvemonth  of  my 
family  republicanism,  and  my  sister  Utopia 
is  preparing  to  celebrate  it  accordingly !  World- 
ly accounts  —  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence! 
away  with  them.  I  will  not  have  the  lustre  of 
this  day  sullied  by  such  vulgar  considerations. 
Avaunt,  then,  and  bring  my  coffee  this  mo- 
ment.    Away. 

STATUQUO. 

Perad venture,  your  Honour  forgetteth,  that  a 
compliance  with  your  system  gives  you  no  lon- 
ger any  right  to  command  ;  and  although,  see- 
ing your  Honour  in  such  a  helpless  situation,  I 
shall,  from  pure  goodnature,  certainly  assist 
in  getting  your  Honour  a  comforting  dish  of 
roiroe  before  the  public  troubles  of  the  day 
begin,  1  would  gently  hint  to  your  honour's 
disposition,  that  I,  Jasper  Statuquo,  being  no 
longer  —  he,  he.  he! — either  a  servant,  or  a 
slave,  but  your  Honour's  equal,  what  I  may  do  for 
you,  is  to  be  considered  wholly  as  an  act  of 
compassion  ami  humanity. 

sin  joh.y. 

\  f/i  a  ?*age.\  Audacious  banterer,  do  as  I 
order  you.  this  moment,  or  I  will  break  your 
bones  with  my  crutch.  No  reply  —  m\  coffee 
oj  mv  crutch  .' 


A    CONTINENTAL   DRAMA.  2,9 

Enter  Ned.  —  Delivers  Papers,  bowing. 

STATU  QUO. 

[To  Ned,  zeho  is  going.']  Fie,  Mr.  Butler, 
'twas  slavish  to  bow —  you  forget  —  you  should 
have  — 

SIR  JOHN. 

[Rising  from  his  chair,  then  sinking  with 
pain.]  Thrown  them  at  my  head  I  suppose,  as 
I  will  this  [shaking  his  crutch]  at  yours,  if  you 
do  not  vanish  this  instant  you  old  cragg. 

STATU  QUO. 

Your  honour's  gentleness  will  rather  increase 
your  gout  than  your  patriotism.  —  What ! — dis- 
pleased at  a  few  freedoms  !  I  thought,  the  more 
liberties  we  took,  the  better !  To  stand  up  in 
your  chair  and  rave,  like  a  mad  bull  at  the  stake 
— is  that  treating  a  brother  like  your  equal:  Ah  ! 
John,  John,  you  are  not  half  a  republican, 
vet  —  he,  he,  he  !  —  he,  he,  he  1  \E.vit. 

[Sir  John,  with  the  utmost  fury,   throwing 
one  of  his  crutches  after  Statuquo. 

SIR    JOHN. 

Slave!  caitiff!  dastard!  traitor!  tyrant!  — 
John.  John  —  Damnation! — The  rascal  has 
almost  murdered  me. — Any  thing  but  this  the 
gentleness  of  my  disposition  could  have  borne. 
Not  half  a  republican,  indeed  !  !  —  I,  that  have 
sold  my  property,   my  family,    myself,  to  pro- 
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mote  the  glorious  cause ;  —  and  yet —  [with  an 
altered  tone]  and  yet  the  fellow  is  partly  in  the 
right,  too.  Why  did  I  wince  at  —  John, 
John.  I  should  have  kept  my  temper  —  I 
should  have  governed  myself — I  should  even 
have  joined  the  laugh  against  me.  Certainly, 
the  man  who  makes  the  most  free  is  the  truest 
patriot.  I  ought  to  practise  on  myself.  Sta- 
tuquo,  without  knowing  it,  uttered  a  solemn 
truth —  The  more  liberties  a  man  takes,  either 
with  the  person  or  property  of  a  real  republican, 
who  lives  but  for  the  public,  the  better.  I 
have  been  to  blame,  but  it  was  the  fault  of  my 
distemper  rather  than  my  principles.  O,  here 
he  comes  again.  I  will  make  amends.  —  [Re- 
enter Statuquo.]  Give  me  your  hand,  Sta- 
tin [no ;  —  for  the  future,  call  me  John,  and  1 
will  call  you  Jasper.  We  are  of  different  opi- 
nions, as  to  the  great  question,  but  I  know 
you  to  be  an  honest  man,   and  my  friend. 

STATU  QUO. 

I  trust,  John,  I  shall  live  and  die  in  the  main- 
taining both  those  characters  ;  in  the  mean  time, 
the  great  question  has  so  possessed  the  heads  of 
your  Honour's  servants — I  crave  pardon — of 
your  Honour's  domestic-equals,  that  there  is  not 
an  eye  open  in  the  kitchen,  except  True  Xed's 
and  my  own  :  that  honest  fellow,  however,  is 
making  the  fire,   and  filling  the  kettle,   while  I 
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Came  to  beg  you  would  not  impute  any  delay, 
in  getting  the  stay-stomach  dish  of  coffee,  to 
us,  but  to  the  friends  of  the  great  question,  now 
asleep  —  he,   he,   he  ! 

SIR    JOHN. 

I  Aside.]  That  fellow's  malign  laugh,  at  the 
end  of  his  sarcastic  remarks,  is  the  hardest 
thing  to  bear,  next  to  his  cursed  gravity,  when 
lie  does  not  laugh,  in  the  whole  system  of  re- 
publics ;  but  the  habit  of  being  hourly  ex- 
posed to  it  will  no  doubt  reconcile  me.  I  ought 
to  provoke  people  to  abuse  me.  [After  strug- 
gling with  himself'.]  Tis  very  well,  Jasper,  I 
can  wait  patiently.  —  [Aside.]  Look  now  at 
the  rascal's  muscles;  every  line  of  his  ugly- 
face  is  a  bitter  satire  upon  me.  I  could  tell 
him  to  the  earth,  even  as  a  woodman  felletli 
a  log.  —  [Aloud  and  in  half  rage.]  You  may 
go  —  I  caii  wait  patiently,  I  say.  —  [At  the  tap 
of  his  voice.]  Do  you  hear  me!  patiently-— 
damnation  —  patiently  ! 

STATU  QUO. 

Your  Honour's  patience  equals  your  gentle- 
ness,    and,    both   taken    together,    forceth    me. 

to  he,  he,  he  !  —  to  he,  he,  he  !  —  to  laugh  a  little. 

SI  R  JOHN. 

[In  a  conflict,  between  passion  and  patience.  ] 
To  lie,  he,  he!  does  it?  Come,  for  once,  you 
shall  miss  vour  aim  —  ha.  ha,  ha!  —  you  thought 
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to   put  me  in  a  passion ;   but,  ha,  ha  !    I    can 
laugh  and  be  as  merry  as  you  —  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[Sir  John  affects  laughter ;  Statuquo  really 
enjoys  one  of  equal  length  and  energy  : 
In  the  midst  of  which,  both  are  interrupt- 
ed,  by  the  entrance  of  a  servant,  who 
takes  one  of  Sir  John's  great  coats  from 
off  a  peg,  hangs  it  on  his  own  shoulders, 
nods  at  his  master,  ichislles,  and  exit. 

SI  II   JOHN. 

Now  I  know  you  expect  to  see  me  in  a 
daniu'd  passion ;  but  I  shall  disappoint  you, 
The  fellow  is  welcome  to  my  coat.  —  [Aside.] 
The  rascal  might  have  said,  with  your  leave,  or 
by  your  leave,  to  be  sure;  but  every  man  has 
his  particular  manner  in  doing  things.  — ■ 
[Aloud.]  1  am  sorry  I  did  not  give  him  nod 
for  nod,  or  at  least  tell  him  he  was  welcome, 
as  my  brother.  —  [Aside.']  An  impudent  scoun- 
drel;  I  could  have  broke  his  bones,  for  all  that. 
—  Yes,  welcome  as  my  own  brother:  what  do 
you  say  to  that,  Mr.  lie — he — he  ! 

STATU  Q  CO. 

lie,  he,  he!  I  say  nothing,  your  Honour; 
I  only  say  that  I  have  a  notion  —  [Goes  to  the 
other  .s'uk-  of  the  stage,  takes  up  his  master's  hat 
and  gloves,  puts  them  leisurely  on.  mimics  the 
servant,  ancle  ill,  laughing]  -  this  nice  braver 
of  your  Honour's  wih  just  lit  my  honest  head; 
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and  these  warm  woollen  gloves  will  just  cover 
my  worthy  fingers ;  and  so,  au  revoir,  good 
by,  brother  John;  good  by,  brother  John; 
he,   he,  he,  he,   he,  he,   he  !       [Exit  Statuquo. 

SIR  JOHN. 

[Outrageous,']  You  unfeeling,  cold-hearted, 
impudent  caitiff!  to  be  bantered  thus  out  of  all 
reason  and  patience  —  to  see  one  fellow  walk 
off  with  my  property  —  then  another  follow  his 
saucy  example  —  and  exit  with  an  ironical 
laugh,  as  much  as  to  say  — what  an  old  fool  is 
my  master — s'death,  this  is  too  much  —  I'll  — 

I'll  —  I'll —Yet    is  lie  not,    [soffning,]    as    I 

said  before,  my  brother? — my  equal  ?  —  have 
I  not  adopted  a  glorious  system,  which  should 
make  me  despise  these  prejudices  ?  yes,  yes,  I 
see  too  plainly  I  am  a  tyrant  still ;  my  blood 
still  rebels;  I  am  not  yet  half  a  patriot;  — 
well,  I  live  in  hope  that  a  little  more  impudence 
from  those  beneath  my  notice  may  complete  the 
reform  in  my  nature.  —  I  could  have  found  it  in 
my  heart  to  have  nailed  the  hat  to  his  "  honest'' 
old  scull,  for  all  that  —  instead  of  which  I  ought 

to,    to Hey-day! — what,    more?  my  wife 

-  -and  daughter.  This  is  a  trial  indeed.  If 
possible,  they  shall  not  perceive  I  have  been  put 
out  of  temper.  — O  for  a  little  of  Jaspers  provo- 
king gravity  now.  —  Apropos;  —  good  time  to 
see  what  Ned  has  brought  me.      [Jakes  up  the 

VOL.   II,  D 
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dispatches.]  Hah  !  from  my  friend,  neighbour. 
and  cousin,  Sir  Thomas  Steady.  Let  us  see 
what  lie  has  to  say. 

Enter  Lady  and  Miss  Aircastle. 

[Sir  John  reads.  —  They  listen.] 

"  My  dear  old  friend, 
"  This  is  but  the  momentary  arant  courier  of 
the  writer,   who  hastens  to  leave  a  land  which 
is  no  longer  a  fit  abode  for  an  honest  man." 

SIR  JOHN". 

I  thought  so.  —  [Reads.]  "  A  faithful  sub- 
ject—  a  lover  of  order  —  of  the  laws  —  and  of 
religion/' 

SIR  JOHN". 

[Ifliew  —  whistles  —  then  read*.'  l:  I  mean 
to  go  home  by  way  of  Havre,  and  if  the  heart 
of  my  old  friend,  relation,  and  neighbour.  Sir 
John  Aircastle,  is  filled  with  the  same  senti- 
ments, he  will  joyfully  accompany  me  to  that 
country,  where  it  is  our  privilege  and  inherit- 
ance to  avow  them.  —  Meantime,  with  due  re- 
spects to  your  good  Lady  and  Miss  Florentia, 
I  am,  Sec. 

THOMAS    STEADY."' 
SIR    JOIIX. 

So,  so  —  a  very  pretty  treasonable  correspon- 
dence I  am  holding  here  with  a  rank  enemy  of 
the  republic.       He  supposes  1  shall  go  back  to 
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England  with  him,  does  he? — By  the  by  —  I 
am  in  some  doubt  whether  1  ought  not  to  have 
him  put  in  a  state  of  arrestation. —  He  is  my 
relation,  'tis  true;  —  but  what  are  friends  or 
family  to  the  great  cause  I  have  espoused. — 
Moderation  has  nearly  been  its  bane. — A  true 
patriot  should  be  able  to  tie  the  halter  round 
the  neck  of  his  own  child,  whom  he  found  re- 
bellious to  the  republic;  —  or  shoot  Ins  wife 
through  the  head  with  his  own  hand,  if  he  hut 
suspected  her  of  aristocracy. 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

[Coming  forward.]  Did  you  ever  hear  such 
a  cruel  monster!  —  What  is  that  you  say,  Sir 
John? — that  you  would  murder  your  own  wife 
and  child  for  being  true  to  the  king  who  rules, 
the  laws  who  protect,  and  the  country  which 
gave  them  birth  !  — Is  that  your  fine  new  doc- 
trine? 

st  n  joiix. 

Lady  Aircastle —  no  more  about  kings; — • 
the  word  makes  me  sick.  —  I  suppose  you  know 
what  Sir  Thomas  Steady  has  written,  as  well  as 
myself? 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

I  do;  —  and  hope  you  mean  forthwith  to 
comply  with  that  sensible  man's  advice,  by  re- 
turning to  your  native  shore.     Flory  and  my- 

d  2 
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self  have  our  trunks  in  readiness.  Tis  high 
time  to  go. 

SIR  JOHN, 

Go  back  !  — No,  Madam,  till  the  eyes  of  my 
poor  purblind  country  are  a  little  more  opened  ; 

—  and,  as  the  man  in  the  play  says, 

"  There  are  spirits  this  hovir  at  work, 
Fit  to  reform  the  ills  of  all  mankind  !" 

—  till  I  can  return  with  full  powers,  and  be 
armed  with  all  the  Rights  of  Man  ;  —  till,  more- 
over, the  affairs  of  this  Republic,  so  gloriously 
begun,  are  a  little  more  fixed  and  more  in 
order. 

lady  aircastle. 
In  disorder  you  mean,   Sir  John. — I  was  in 
hope  a  year's  experience  of  this  dreadful  expense, 
folly,   and  absurdity,  would   have  cured  you : 
instead  of  which  — 

SIR  JOHX. 

I'll  tell  you  what,  Lady  Aircastle,  you  know 
the  gentleness  of  my  disposition;  —  but  damn 
it,  Madam,  if  you  vex  me- — if  you  think  to 
govern  —  if  you  mean  any  longer  to  play  the 
tyrant  — 

lady  aircastle. 

The  gentleness  of  a  torrent,  you  mean  ;  a  tor- 
rent that  flings  its  noise  and  froth  wherever  it 
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goes; -—and,  hey-day  !  what  is  the  meaning  of 
all  this?  —  the  tea-things  not  yet  set !  nor  the 
least  preparation  for  breakfast,  at  this  time 
of  day ! — I  suppose  you  call  this  order,  Sir 
John? 

SIR  JOHN. 

No,  Madam,  'tis  liberty  ;  —  and  though  I  am 
as  hungry  as  a  hunter,  I  glory  in  it. — The  re- 
publicans of  the  family  (mesfrhres)  are  no.t 
yet  out  of  bed.  —  I  will  not  have  them  disturb- 
ed— though  we  were  all  to  starve.  —  Every 
man  in  my  house  shall  do  as  he  likes.  — Tis  my 
system. 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

"  Your  system"— your  nonsense,  your  mad- 
ness, is  it  not?  —  not  out  of  bed  ! — not  dis- 
turbed!—  lazy,  good-for-nothing  fellows!  — 
Udd  —  I'll  ring  such  a  peal  in  their  ears  ;  —  but 
it  is  all  your  fault,  Sir  John.  Meals  that,  in  the 
good  old  mansion-house,  used  to  be  to  a  moment 
■ — servants  who  were  regular  as  clocks • 

SIR  JOHN. 

Clocks!  —  don't  mention  them,  Madam, — - 
they  are  traitors  ;  the  vile  instruments  of  the  old 
constitution  ;  they  would  call  about  them,  for- 
sooth, and  command. — Zoons,  I'll  have  the 
whole  house  unhung — all  the  clocks  and  bells 
shall  be  turned  into  bullets  and  balls  to  annoy 
the  enemies,  and  not  to  disturb  the  friends,  of 
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the  republic.  —  Xo  more  ringing  in  tins  house, 
I  promise  you. 

LADY  A  I  RC  \STT  E. 

[Running  to  the  bell  and  put  ling  the.  cord 
violently.]  Not  ring  !  not  ring  !  not  ring  !  not 
riim:  !  —  rintr,  ring;,  rini»\ 

miss  a i  ucastt  r . 

[Aside,  to  he?'  mother  J  .ct  me  beseech  you, 
dear  Madam,  to  hum  our  him. 

LADY   A  I  RCA  STL  F. 

[Throws  herself  into  a  chair,  in  disorder.]  Hu- 
mour him  —  He'll  ruin  us,  child. 

MISS   A  I  R  CAST  I  E. 

At  least  do  not  oppose  him  tor  the  moment. 
■ — See  here's  a  cloth  ready.  —  [Laying  the  cloth.] 
J*ll  spread  it  myself,  and  see  about  break.ia.ot,  in 
a  moment. 

.SIR   JOHN. 

That's  great ;  —  that's  noble  ;  —  that's  repub- 
lican. 

LADY  AIF CASTLE. 

I  suppose  it  is  according  to  the  dignity  of 
man,  yoi:  talk  so  much  of —  that  you  sutler  your 
servants  to  lie  in  bed,  and  your  wife  and  dausrh* 
ter  to  do  the  work  of  the  house, 
si  it  j  on  x. 

Servants— I  have  none;  —  that  tyranny, 
thank  heaven,  is  past  !  and,  as  to  my  ci-devant 
slaves,   now  my  friends,  I   think  it  becomes  a 
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man's  own  rami]}-,  rather  than  his  friends,  to  see 
after  household  affairs;  —  and,  as  to  breakfast,  it 
was  last  night  settled,  by  secret  committee,— 
that,  on  this  day,  being  the  anniversary  of  my 
little  republic,  we  were  to  celebrate  it  from 
morning  to  night,  as  a  free  people  ought — You, 
Madam,  thought  fit  to  absent  yourself,  as  usual, 
or  you  would  have  heard  the  decrees  which 
passed  on  that  occasion ;  but,  that  you  may  not 
pretend  ignorance,  I  will  mention  to  you  some 
of  the  articles. 

Decreed,  —  that,  from  this  day,  those  who 
have  passed  their  lives  in  idleness,  shall  begin 
to  do  something  for  themselves.  —  2dly,  That, 
after  having  got  for  ourselves  a  preliminary 
dish  of  coffee,  to  stay  the  stomach,  we  should 
repair  into  the  great  garden,  now  called  the 
garden  of  equality,  and  there  partake  of  a  re- 
publican collation,  which  my  sister  Utopia  is 
preparing  for  us. 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

That  woman,  Sir  John,  has  done  more  than 
the  whole  French  nation  towards  turning  your 
head;  and,  as  to  your  republican  collation, 
neither  I  or  your  daughter  will  go,  I  promise 
you, 

SIR   JOHN. 

Woman,  remember  I  am  your  husband. 
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lady  aircastle. 
I  thought,   Sir,   people  were  to  follow   their 
inclinations,  according  to  the  new  code;  — but, 
perhaps,   there  may  be  a  clause  in  favour  of  a 
man's  tyranny  over  his  wife. 

SIR  JOHN". 

No,  my  Lady,  but  there  is  a  power  given 
him  to  punish  her  for  treason  to  the  republic ; 
and  let  me  tell  you,  Madam,  by  the  laws  of 
antient  Rome,  a  wife  would  be 

Enter  Ned,   hastily. 

NED. 

Please  your  honour,  Sir  Thomas  Steady  and 
family  have  just  driven  into  the  court-yard,  and 
I  ran  up  to  know  whether  you  would  please  to 
receive  them  in  your  chamber,  or  in  any  other 
apartment. 

SIR  JOHN. 

I  do  not  please  to  receive  them  any  where. — - 
They  are  disaffected  —  they  are  traitors  —  I  am 
not  at  home,  Ned  —  I  am  out  of  humour — 
[if  heeling  about  his  chair] — I  am  out  of  the 
world, 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

Out  of  your  senses,  you  mean.  Not  receive 
your  best  friends  — your  next-door  neighbours 
—  not  see  Sir  Thomas  Steady  ! 
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MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

Nor  —  nor  —  nor   Mr.    Val  —  Val  —  Val-— 
Valentine  Steady,   papa? 

SIR  JOHN*. 

Mr.  Val  —  Val — Val.  —  No  Miss    Stammer, 
nor  Mr.  Valentine   Steady  either;  —  and,  what 
is  more,  on  pain  of  a  father's  curse,  I  forbid  you 
to  hear,   see,   or  speak,   to  that  young  traitor, 
whose  principles  are  worse  even  than  his  father's. 
—  Wheel  me  off,   Neil. —  No — I  forgot — you 
are   a   damn'd    traitor  too.     O  that  I  was  as 
sound  in  my  body  as  my  soul.     I  would   this 
moment  give  half  I  am  worth  in  the  world,  for  a 
month's  freedom  of  this  cruel  lea: !  To  belaid  bv 
the  heels  at  such  a  time  —  Zoons,  [Noise  without.] 
I  hear  them  coming  up  stairs.     I  shall  be  sur- 
rounded by  aristocrates.  —  Is  there  nobody  will 
assist  me  to  escape?  —  My  butler,  my  wife,  my 
daughter,   all  in  a  conspiracy  against  me.  —  By 
the  Rights   of  Man,    I'll  not  see  the  fellow;  — 
I  have  plenty  of  malcontents  in  my  own  family. 
I'll  get  out  of  his  way,  though  I  were  to  lose  my 
great  toe  and  the  foot  it  grows  upon,    in  the 
effort.  —  [Tries  to  wheel  himself  off,  and  rages  to 
perceive  it  is  labour  in  fain.] — Vive  la — udd, 
how  my  toe  tugs  at  me  ;  — 'tis  a  traitor,  like  the 
rest  of  my  family;  five  la  republique. — S'death 
the  bones  are  surely  cracking;  vive  le  na — na — 
{I  am  half  mad  with  pain) — vive  k  nation. 
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m  ess  aircastle. 
[Weeping.]     Suffer  me,  my  dear  Sir,  to  assist 
you.    since  your  resolution  is  so  firmly  taken, 
not  to  converse  with  those  who  so  truly  value 
you. 

[She  tries  to  wheel  him  ;  Ned  comes  behind, 
gives  her  a  letter,   and  assists,   unseen. 

LADY    AIRCASTLE. 

Flory,  you  encourage  him  in  these  shocking 
vagaries. —For  my  part,  [  shall  fly  to  receive 
the  whole  family;  and,  as  an  insulted  wife, 
shall  seek  redress  from  my  countryman  and 
friend. 

SIR   JOHN. 

[Rubbing  his  legs,]  Vive  la— la — republique  ! 

—rive  le  nation .'  vivc  la  liberie  ' 

[ E.icu  n  t  severalty. 


S  C  E  N  E    III. 

Scene  changes  to  a  large  Saloon,  turned  into  a 
kitchen,  in  Si  r  Jo  u  >;  \s  House.  —  Several  Ser- 
vants arc  discovered  sleeping  near  a  large 
Fire,  others  half  dressed. --The  Room  is 
hung  xciih  emblematical  Pictures;  a  Fellow 
pasting  them  on  the  IVall. 

VI  (1ST   SERVA  XT. 

Ha,   ha,    ha  !   this    is    just  a    touch   of   die 
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times. —The  world  turned  upside  down.  —  Ha, 
ha!— here  is  the  man  driving  the  master,  the 
maid  laying  her  broom  on  the  head  of  the  mis- 
tress for  laziness. —  ileigho,  'tis  piaguy  trouble- 
some, tho',  to  stiek  them  up.  —  Hi  e'en  lay  down 
and  take  the  other  nap,  and,  perhaps,  after  be- 
ing refreshed,  I  shall  be  able  to  finish  my  work. 
—  Since  [stretching  and  yawning]  I  —  1  —  be- 
came a  do-as- I-like-man  —  all  sort  of  trouble 
has  disagreed  with  me.  [Yawning.]  — Fai — fa — 
faith — 1  am  become  rather  troublesome  to  my- 
self. [Lies  down. 
[Clock  strikes  twehe.] 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

[Starting  from  sleep,  in  his  night-cap,  §c] 
Hold  your  tongue,  babbler  —  no  noise — times 
are  altered. — They  were  made  for  slaves.  —  No 
noise,  I  say  —  we  are  free  men.  —  Ileigho  —  I'm 
consumedly  tired. 

Enter  Coachman  Dick. 
Ha,  brother  Richard  —  up  already! 

DICK. 

No ;  I  walk  in  my  sleep. 

WILL   FOOTMAN. 

[Unrolls  himself  from  a  carpet.]  I  have  had 
enough,  this  bout. 

DICK. 

Why,  thou  art.  rolled  up  like  a  bale  of  goods. 
Where  didst  get  that  brave  carpet,  my  boy  ? 
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WILL. 

[Rising."]  Made  free  to  take  it  out  of  the 
little  parlour— all  alike  —  like  master,  like  man, 
you  know,  now,  my  boys.  Yes,  I  left  my  bed 
about  the  usual  hour;  and,  finding  I  had  no- 
thing to  do,  I  threw  a  few  faggots  on  the  fire, 
got  into  my  carpet,  and  lay  like  a  bug  in  a  rug. 
—  Uv  the  bv,  tins  nothina'todoishncss  is  a  rare 
life,  my  boys,  only  a  little  fatiguing.  I  now  be- 
gin to  wonder  how —  [stretches]  gentlefolks 
have  contrived  to  get  through  the  world  these 
thousand  years. 

DICK. 

Slept  more  than  one- half  their  time,  my  dear 
boy,   and  not  been  half  awake  the  other. 

SECOND    SERVANT. 

Aye,  things  have  gone  wrong  a  plaguy  while  ; 
but,  betwixt  sleeping  and  waking,  we  shall  set 
all  to  rights  presently. 

THIRD   SERVANT. 

[Lifting  up  his  head  from  a  bed  in  a  corner 
of  the  room.]  Messmates,  don't  you  forget 
this  is  the  day  in  which  the  folks  of  the  parlour 
Wait  upon  the  kitchen.  Suppose  we  lie  in  bed 
all  day  —  sleeping  seems  to  me  the  best  thing  tee 
get  by  the  revolution.  —  S'life,  a  pretty  difference 
this  from  getting  up  at  four  in  the  morning,  and 
sleeping  over  the  stables  ;  hearing  the  horses 
crunch  all  night,  as   was  the   case,    while   I    was 
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groom  and  serving-man.     What  say  you,  gen- 
tlemen, is  sleep  the  word?  if  so,  let  every  man 
take  to  his  bed,  cot,   or  rug,  and  let  him   that 
wakes  first  forfeit :  decree — sleep  the  order  of 
the  day. 

ALL. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  well  said  George;  a  plea- 
sant proposal. 

WILL. 

Pleasant  enough ;  but  I  denounce  it,  as  it 
would  encourage  idleness  in  the  parlour  gentry, 
and  I  have  a  fine  game  to  play  with  their  ci-di- 
vayit  honours,  I  promise  you.  We'll  see  how 
they  will  manage  the  pots  and  pans,  plates  and 
dishes. 

DICK. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  that  will  be  better  than  sleep, 
which  we  can  take  at  any  time  —  I J  ill  Footman 
is  a  wit,  and  we  depute  him  commissary,  as  our 
French  brothers  call  it.  What  say  you,  is  it 
mm  con  ? 

ALL. 

Kem  con.  ha,  ha,  ha !  Will  shall  be  com- 
missary of  the  revels,  and  we  will  have  our 
rete  as  well  as  Madam  Utopia. 

[A  bell  rings — all  start  up  in  a  rage, 

WILL. 

Hoity-toity,  who  the  devil  presumes  to  ring  the 
bell? 
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DICK, 

At  this  unconscionable  hour  ? 

WILL, 

I  heard  it  before ;  it  waked  me  out  of  my 
sleep. 

GEORGE   GROOM, 

And  me — "  for  which,  if  I  forget  it  —  *' 

[  Bell,  rings  more  violently. 

SECOND    SERVANT. 

Again  !  — Peace,  traitor  ! 

WI  EL. 

Amotion  —  a  motion  — brothers.  — As  we  can- 
not guillotine  that  noisy  fellow-,  I  move,  that 
the  next  time  it  attempts  to  command  us  to 
go  here  and  there,  that  we  pull  its  tongue  out 
of  its  head.  What  say  you,  brothers,  is  it  agreed  ? 

ALL. 

Agreed  — agreed. 

WI  I.E. 

\Takes  out  a  pocket-book  and  writes.]  I'll 
make  a  minute  of  it— there —  [reads.]  —  decreed, 
that,  in  order  to  shew  our  disdain  of  all  autho- 
rity, and  the  antient  instruments  thereof,  the 
next  time  one  of  its  infamous  agents,  commonly 
called  a  bell,  dares  to  attempt  ringing  a  peal 
in  our  cars — [Bell  rings  with  yet  greater  vio- 
lence.]—  there  —  there's  impudence  for  you  ! 

ALL. 

Down  —  down  with  all  tyrants  ! 
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WILL. 

[Catches  at  the  wire.]  Out  with  the  traitor's 
tongue;  here  1  have  him  by  the  throat—  [catc h ex 
at  the  clapper]  now  for  it, 

DICK. 

Here's  the  great  hall  poker,  by  way  of  a 
hammer. 

a  i.  L. 

Out  with  him  —out  with  him— -no  orders- 
no  commands— confusion  to  bells. 

w  I  L  L. 

Here  it  is  my  boys  —  huzza  —  huzza So  may 

the  tongue  of  every  tyrant,  who  would  bring 
ns  again  to  obedience  and  shivery,  fall  to  the 
ground,  "  like  a  dead  dog,  despised,"  as  the 
poet  says.  —  Huzza  —  huzza. — And  now  I'll  sing 
you  a  song  that  I  made  last  night —  [takes  a 
paper  from  his  pocket.] 

ALL. 

Bravo—  bravo  —  now  for  Will's  new  song. 

Enter  Statu  quo,  the  Steward,  at  one  Door,  and 
Ned  True,  the  Batter,  at  another, 

WILL. 

[Theatrically.]  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace 
defend  us!  —  Be  thou  a  goblin  damn'd  or 

STATU  QUO. 

What,  varlets,  are  ye  all  dead? —don't  yc 
hear  my  Lady?  —  Is  breakfast  and  dinner  to  be 
run  together  to-day? 


iS  HAIL  FELLOW!  WELL  MET! 

NED. 

Is  Sir  Thomas  Steady  and  the  good  family 
to  rub  down  their  own  horses,  and  get  their  own 

breakfast  ? 


Yes. 

Yes. 
Yes. 
Yes. 
Yes. 


WILL. 


DICK. 


FIRST  S  TUVA  N'T. 


SECOND  SERVANT. 


THIRD  SERVANT. 


ALL. 

Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes,  to  die  end  of  the  chapter. 

D I  C  K. 

Unless  you  have  a  mind,  like  a  low-spirited 
fellow  as  you  are,   to  wait  upon  them  yourself. 

w  I  L  L. 

[Seizing  on  Statuquo*.]  A  good  hint ; 
these  are  the  two  willing  asses,  gentlemen- bro- 
thers, who  are  in  love  with  their  burdens;  load 
them.  We  are  to  have  the  fete  of  Madam  Uto- 
pia, in  the  great  garden,  you  know.  These 
.slaves  are  come  just  in  time  to  bear  a  hand  with 
the  things. 

ALL. 

[Seizing  on  and  loading  Statuquo  and  Ned.] 
Good,    good,  good. 
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FIRST   SERVANT. 

Here's  the  tea-urns  to  begin  with;  the  heaters, 
as  they  have  not  been  vet  in  the  fire,  will  lie 
snug-  in  one  o*i  the  steward's  pockets. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

And  this  faggot,  with  that  log,  will  help  to 
make  them  hot. 

THIRD    SERVANT. 

This  old  black  kettle,  who  has  been, 
like  himself,  a  slave  of  the  family  these  twelve 
months 

DICK. 

And  this  scuttle  of  coals,  will  finish  the  fire- 
arms. 

WILL. 

blaster  butler  shall  carry  the  tea-board,  this 
basket  of  plates  and  dishes,  this  case  of  knives, 
and  the  bread-basket* — and,  if  the  good  com- 
pany want  any  thing  more,  they  ma}-  come  and 
fetch  it  themselves.  —  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

DICK. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  old  asses  between  their  pan- 
niers.   Go  along  slaves.    I  beg  pardon,  brothers. 

WILL. 

And  tell  Sir  John  and  my  Lady,  and  Sir  Tho- 
mas, that,  if  they  were  here,  we  would  shew 
them  the  same  civility. 

DICK, 

No.  not  Sir  John. 

VOL.    II.  E 
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V.- 1  LL. 

Damn  it,  no  Sirring. 

DICK. 

I  stand  corrected.  Tell  brother  Jack  (who 
is  one  of  us)  that  he  is  a  fine  fellow.  Huzza  ! 
liberty  for  ever  —  all  equal  — all  alike  ! 

STATU  QUO. 

[Bending  under  his  burden,  and  going.  I 
Mighty  fine,  gentlemen. 

NED. 

[Bending  also.)     Pretty  behaviour. 

will. 
If  you  do  not  make  haste,  brothers — ■ 

STATU  QUO. 

[Going.]  What !  I  suppose  you  do  not  call 
this  tyranny? 

XED. 

No,  but  'tis  liberty. 

W  ILL. 

I  say.  if  you  do  not  make  haste,  we  will  bri- 
dle and  saddle  you,  and  ride  ye  off  at  a  long  trot. 

STATU  QUO. 

rTo  Xed.]  Let  us  hasten  ourselves,  since  it 
must  be  so:  that  Will-Footman  is  wicked 
enough  to  do  the  worst  he  says.  Make  the 
best  of  your  way  out. 

VF.D. 

[Hastening.']     Sad  times  Mr.  Statuquo. 

[E.veuut  Statuquo  and  Xcd. 
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ALL. 

Ha,  ha,   ha  !   but  the  song,  the  song. 

WJ  LL. 

Well,  then,  as  the  crooked-back  fellow  in  the 
plnys  says,  "  Born  for  your  use,  I  live  but  to 
obey  you."     You  must  all  bear  a  bob. 

GARDENER. 

Aye,  aye,  he  that  does  not  is  a  traitor;  for  I 
know  it  is  ajree  song  if  Will  made  it. 

WILL. 

Yes,  yes,  it  takes  a  few  liberties,  I  promise 
you,  just  as  a  patriotical  poet  ought:  now  for 
it.  [Will  sings. 


SONG, 


My  song  is  a  sort  of  Sans-Culotte  club, 

And  1  lift  it  to  lend  a  republican  rub, 

Hail  fellow  !   well  met!   is  the  title  it  bears, 

And  it  gives  ci-dix-ants  a  good  box  of  the  ears  : 

Like  mistress,  like  maid,  like  master,  like  man, 

For  higgledy-piggledy  now  is  the  plan. 

Chorus. — Like  mistress,  like  maid,  8cc.  &c. 


In  the  day  of  our  bondage  we  slaved  night  and  day. 
And  worked  the  whole   week   that   our  tyrants  might 

play, 

E  1 
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'Twas  go  here  and  ceo  there  at  a  nod  or  a  wink, 
Scarce  a  moment  allowed  us  for  victuals  or  drink  ; 
But  times  now  are  altered,  our  tyrants  may  bawl, 
Now  we  do  as  we  like,  we'll  do  nothing  at  all  : 
The  maid  is  the  mistress,  the  master's  the  man, 
For  higgledy-piggledy  now  is  the  plan. 

Chorus. — The  maid  is  the  mistress,  Slc.  &c. 


When  our  ex-noble   great   folks,  Sir  Matthews  and 

Lukes, 
The  ci-dhant  barons,  and  lordships  and  dukes, 
Bade  the  little  ones  run  for't,  ecod  they  must  fly, 
For  the  great  were  the  porpoises,  we  the  small  fry; 
But  our  Carmagnol  brothers  have  kindly  decreed, 
The  porpoise  to  starve  that  the  gudgeon  may  feed  : 
The  maid  i>  the  mistress,  the  master  the  man, 
For  higgledy-piggledy  now  is  the  plan. 

Chorus. — The  maid  is  the  mistress,  Sec.  See. 

4. 
YWre  told  all  are  equal,  so  let  the  joke  pass, 
"lis  the  first  time  1  heard  that  the  horse  was  the  ass, 
Par  excmplc,   my  boys,  since  wc  sleep  like  a  pig, 
The  lord  and  fine  ladv  must  labour  and  di<>'  — 
To  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry,  must  cap-in-hand  fall, 
Tor  the  world's  a  free  house  where  there's  no  servant-' 

hall: 
Where  the  maid  is  the  mistress,  the  master  the  man, 

For  HIGGLEDY    PIGGLEDY  HOW   i>  the  plan. 

Chorus. — Where  the  maid  is  the  mistress,  &e.  8v.<.. 
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5. 

Your  patriots  are  fine  little  fellows,  but  sly, 
They  up  with  the  lowly  and  dozen  with  the  high, 
The  mountain  they  bring  to  the  valley  1  own, 
But  the  vallcv's  the  king,  and  the  mountain's  the  throne ; 
Prom  its  summit,  though  proud  and  majestic  of  yore. 
The  tit-mouse  shall  sway,  though  so  tiny  before  ; 
Then  we  mice  are  the  gainers,  deny  it  who  can, 
iSince  higgledy-piggledy  first  was  the  plan. 

Chorus.— Then  we  mice  are  the,  ice.  See, 
ALL. 

Yes,  we  are  the  gainers,  sure  enough.  ITa, 
ha,  ha!  no  hills  —  no  holes  —  down  with  the 
mountains  —  up  with  the  valleys  !  Huzza!  bravo 
—  bravissimo  !  liberty  and  wicked  Will  for  ever ! 
Let's  carry  him  into  the  garden,  in  triumph, 

[They   take  Will  on  their    shoulders,    and 
exeunt. 


IND    OL    THE     1  1RST    ALT 


54  HAIL   FELLOW!    WEIL  MET  ! 


ACT  II. 
s  c  i:  \  e    i. 

Another  Apartment  in  Sir  John's  House. — - 
Enter  Lady  Aircastle,  Sir  Thomas 
Steady,  Valentine,  Ned,  a/m/ Statu  quo. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

NOT  see  an  old  friend  and  neighbour  after 
so  long  an  absence,  and  between  whose  fami- 
lies a  treaty  of  alliance  is  on  foot?  Those  arc 
hard  lines,  indeed,  my  Lady;  his  jacobin  fever 
must  possess  him  with  a  vengeance.  What  say 
you  to  this,  Yal  r 

YALE  XT  I  NE. 

That  I  am  half  distracted,  Sir;  for  Mr.  Sta- 
tuquo  informs  me,  he  has  strictly  forbid  the 
adorable  Florentia  either  to  see  or  speak  to  me, 
and  keeps  her  a  close  prisoner  in  her  chamber. 

SI  \l   THOMAS. 

A  choice  system  of  liberty  this,  but  'tis  all  of 
a  piece  with  the  rest  of  the  French  nonsense; 
yet,  as  Sir  John  Iris,  at  the  bottom,  a  fund  of 
good  sense,  though  frequently  run  away  with 
by  bib  imagination,  I  should  hope  — 
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LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Pray  consider  his  actions  as  those  of  a  man 
in  a  delirium.  Did  1  not  console  myself  with 
this  thought,  I  should  look  on  his  ingratitude 
to  you,  and  his  cruelty  to  me,  as  most  unpar- 
donable. 

STATU  QUO. 

aIv  business  with  his  Honour  this  morning 
was  to  shew  him,  upon  paper,  that  he  might 
have  carried  a  contested  election  in  his  own 
country,  or,  what  is  better,  fitted  out  a  regi- 
ment to  defend  it,  at  less  cost  than  he  has  been 
at,  for  the  entertainment  of  Ins  new  brothers 
and  sisters.  Sir  John  has  a  numerous  family  now, 
and  keeps  open  house  for  the  wThole  republic.  A 
sharp-set  Frenchman  could  always  play  a  pretty 
good  knife  and  fork  at  other  people's  cost,  your 
Honour  knows  ;  hut,  from  a  French  patriot, 
authorized  to  put  his  fingers  in  every  body's 
pie  — 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Good  Lord  deliver  us  ! 

VALENTINE. 

[sifter  walking  about  in  distress.']  Heavens, 
Sir,  what  is  to  he  done?  Tis  very  strange  my 
Florentia  did  not  inform  us,  by  letter,  of  these 
mad  doings;  we  might  then  have  been  provided 
with  the  means  of 
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lady  aircastle. 
You  forget  that  the  fear  of  the  guillotine, 
and  the  terror  of  the  day,  which,  in  ease  of  one 
imprudent  expression,  would  have  carried  death 
to  friends  and  lovers,  were  constantly  before 
the  poor  girl's  eyes  :  you  forget,  too,  there  have 
been  issued  the  most  bloody  edicts  against 
every  tender  emotion  of  nature,  and  every 
honest  passion  of  the  heart;  and  that  to  avow 
these  is  to  incite  and  brave  not  only  our  own 
destruction,  but  that  of  all  who  are  dear  !  Our 
hearts  yearned  to  write,  but  our  hands  were 
chained. 

STAT  u  QUO. 

I  warned  her  Ladyship  and  my  young  mis-. 
tress  of  this  danger,  very  early  in  the  business  — 
indeed,  so  soon  as  I  perceived  my  poor  master 
was  first  taken  with  this  new  French  plague. 

VA  LENT  LXE. 

You  did  what  you  ought,  Air.  Steward  ,  but 
could  my  Florentia  have  been  preserved,  and 
could  the  hazard  have  involved  only  myself. 
methinks  I  should  have  thought  the  treasure  of 
a  letter  from  her  dear  hand  cheaply  purchased 
with  my  head. 

x  E  D. 

[Taking  Valentine  aside,  and  speaking  so  a.-; 
not   to  be  heard  by  the  rest   of  the  company.] 
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Your  head  is  much  better  where  it  is,  'Squire; 
and,  as  for  a  letter,  '•  i  was  an  usurer,  or  a  pa- 
triot, now,  it  would  be  a  fine  opportunity  to 
turn  a  penny;  for,  having  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  deliver,  unseen,  the  letter  Air.  Spruce 
confided  to  me,  I  have  been  in  luck  also  to  re- 
ceive, unobserved,  notwithstanding  her  impri- 
sonment, this  answer,  ['lakes  a  packet  from  his 
bosom.']  I  should  suppose  your  Honour  would 
like  its  contents,  for  it  feels  nice  and  comfort- 
able, does  it  not?  I  declare  it  has  quite  warm- 
ed my  heart;  and,  unless  it  were  to  warm 
your's,  I  don't  think  1  could  part  with  it. 
There  'Squire —  [gives  the  letter.] 

VALENT1  XE. 

[In  rapture,  shakes  Ned's  hand,  leaps  on  his 
neck,  kneels,  then  rises.]  I  could  fall  down  and 
worship  thee ;  'tis  from  Florentia !  My  soul 
acknowledges  the  characters.  —  [Kisses  the  let- 
ter, and  retires  to  the  Jar  t  her  end  of  the  stage 
to  read  it.] 

SIR    THOMAS. 

Hey-day,    I   fear  Val   is  possessed,   too 

Why,  Val,    what  art  dancing  about,   and  get- 
ting into  a  corner  for  ? 

N  ED. 

Only  something  I  gave  the  young  'Squire  for 
a  pain  he  complained  of  in  his  breast,  and  he  is 
gone  to  apply  it  to  the  part  affected,  that's  all, 
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your  Honour.     Lord,    what   a   comfort  I  feel 
now:  I  can  go  and  finish  in  the  stables,  purely. 

[Exit  Ned. 

S  T  R    Til  0  M  A  S  - 

A  pain  in  the  head  !  the  poor  boy  has  been 
subject  to  it  of  late. 

STATU  QUO. 

I  fear  it  is  near  the  young-  gentleman's  heart 
—  he,  be,  he!  I  remember  the  time  when  I 
was  troubled  with  such  pains  myself,  he,  he, 
he  !  I  must  go  and  prepare  the  accounts  for 
his  Honour's  inspection.  [Exit  Statuquo. 

SIR    THOMAS. 

Well,  but  this  fit  of  jacobinism,  that's  a  worse 
distemper  by  half.  To  what  lengths  has  it 
gone,  my  Lady  ! 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Almost  to  our  ruin.  I  am  ashamed  to  tell 
you  how  far.  He  invited  his  servants  over 
from  England,  and,  on  the  evening  of  their 
arrival,  addressed  them  thus :  "  I  have  sent 
for  you  here,  to  take  off  your  fetters  —  to  make 
you  free'  men  and  free  women  —  to  share  with 
you  my  house  and  fortune,  and  to  partake  the 
charms  and  benefits  of  this  land  of  liberty. 
Henceforth  you  are  my  brothers — equal  in  rank 
and  pretensions  ;  I  can  alone  for  the  tyranny  of 
the  past,  only  by  the  freedom  \  ou  will  enjoy  in 
future.  This  is  tin  Last  moment  of  your  servi- 
tude !,: 
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SIM    THOMAS. 

How  did  they  take  this? 

I  ADY    A  I  KC  AST  I.E. 

At  first,  they  seemed  at  a  loss  to  under- 
stand it.  Some  thought  he  meant,  herein,  a 
reproach,  for  neglect,  and  took  this  barter- 
ing way  to  chide  and  then  dismiss  them: 
others,  that  he  was  gone  out  of  his  senses. 
Not  one  entered  into  his  idea,  in  the  spirit  of 
gravity  with  which  it  was  broached  ;  for,  though 
they  had  heard,  that  the  French  were  commit- 
ting all  manner  of  excesses,  about  liberty,  their 
notions  were  so  confined,  their  tears  and  hate 
so  strong,  of  the  French  themselves,  that  the 
greatest  instance,  perhaps,  they  could  possibly 
give  of  their  attachment  to  their  master,  and 
the  family,  was  trusting  themselves  in  this  coun- 
try ;  and,  indeed,  one  of  them  (your  favourite, 
and  whose  fidelity  is  still  un corrupted,  True 
Xed,  the  butler,  the  honest  fellow  who  has  just 
left  the  room)  represented  that  he  had  been  the 
instigator  of  the  servairts  undertaking  the  voy- 
age, thinking  the  good  family  had  got  into 
some  hobble,  in  France,  and  might  be  rescued 
out  of  the  paws  of  the  French  Parley- vous,  by 
their  joint  efforts  ;  eke  he  should  not  have  per- 
suaded them  to  come  over,  for  that  he  neither 
liked  the  country  or  the  people;  and  that,  so 
far  from   ii-ving  amongst    them,    or   becoming 


6*0  hail  fellow!    WE]. i,  met! 

one  of  their  gang,  he  would  die  as  he  was  born, 
a  true  British  subject ! 

SI  It   THOMAS. 

I  always  remarked  in  that  fellow  one  of  those 
minds  and  understandings,  which  preclude  the 
necessity  of  education  to  give  either  grace  or 
energy  ro  virtue.  But,  my  poor  friend,  how 
ended  this  folly  ? 

LADY    A  I  It  CASTLE. 

The  liberty  allowed  them,  of  being  useless, 
notwithstanding  these  assurances,  sat  aukward 
upon  them  a  long  time.  They  could  not  easily 
forget  that  they  had  been  educated  to  in- 
dustry, that  they  had  long  served  one  of  the 
best  of  masters;  or,  that  they  had  derived  their 
happiness,  no  less  than  their  livelihood,  as  a 
virtuous  effect  of  those  honest  causes.  Some 
of  them,  mechanically,  pursued  the  business 
Ot'  the  dav;  till,  in  the  end,  the  influence  of 
surrounding  examples,  the  habit  of  seeing 
honest  servitude  exchanged  for  rapacious  indo- 
lence or  active  seductive  wickedness,  and  the 
frequent  instances  ot  violated  virtue,  of  murder- 
ed innocence,  and  every  other  abomination, 
against  decency,  nature,  religion,  and  the 
laws;  and  all  these,  again,  sanctioned  bv  their 
infatuated  master,  who,  although  a  prisoner 
in   his  goutv    chair,    refused    the   least   service. 
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and  even  received  the  help  he  was  obliged  to 
accept,  from  Ned  and  the  steward,  thanklessly: 
all  this,  I  say.  obliterated,  by  degrees,  the 
sense  of  what  they  should  be,  the  memory  of  what 
they  had  been,  and  reconciled  them,  at  last,  to 
the  madness  of  the  times.  They  are  now  almost 
as  distracted,  as  worthless,  as  Sir  John  wishes 
them  to  be.  Nevertheless,  I  think  I  can  per- 
ceive   

VALENTINE. 

[Comes  down  the  stage.]  Ah,  my  dear  Sir! 
O,  Lady  Aircastle !  I  am  so  happy  —  so  mi- 
serable —  so 

SIR   THOMAS. 

What  a  plague,  dancing  yet,  Val  ?  He  has 
caught  it,  sure  enough.  I  must  have  thee 
chained,   boy. 

VALENTINE. 

Chained! — I  am,  Sir,  thank  heaven,  I  am 
chained.  O  !  may  I  never  again  be  lice  !  The 
adorable  Florentia  lias  written  me  such  a  letter  / 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Rosy  fetters ;  hey,  Mr.  Valentine;  but  you 
must  be  more  circumspect.  Do  you  know, 
that,  so  far  from  love  and  friendship  being  here, 
in  a  land  of  liberty,  they  are  in  danger  of  ruin 
and  misery,  from  a  word,  a  look,  or  a  whisper. 
There  is  a  decree  against  love  himself.  The 
vices  only  are  free  in  this  country,    now;    and, 
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did  even  my  own  husband  know  how  long"  we 
have  been  talking  together  against  his  new 
hiilh.  [  am  by  no  means  certain  he  would  not 
pack  us  all  off  in  a  cart,  (the  only  conveyance 
of  worth  and  loyalty,  now-a-days,)  for  the 
revolutionary  tribunal ! 

SI  R   THOMAS. 

Indeed  !     Then  I  find  an  honest  man  must  be 
as  fearful  of  doing;  what  is  right  and  conscien- 
tious,  in  France,    as  of  committing  actions  that 
merit  the  gallows,  in  Old  Fngland. 
VALE  XT  i  \  e. 

The  gallows,  Sir !  Were  the  New  Forest, 
ami  all  the  other  woods  of  the  British  nation,  to 
be  cut  down,  and  turned  into  gibbets,  and 
were  fifty  fellows  hung  in  each  halter,  there 
would  be  still  wanting  a  piece  of  honest  timber 
to  hang  up  the  last  rogue  !  To  shew  his  patriot- 
ism,   a  man  must  now  desolate  his  country  ! 

LADY  A  I  HCAST  LE. 

Hush — hush  —  you  know  not  the  peril  we 
are  in.  Let  us  withdraw  to  a  more  secure  apart- 
ment. 1  thank  heaven  you  arc  come,  while  I  have 
si  I.  left  the-  privilege  of  gi\ing  accommodation 
to  a  friend:  and  you  must  want  both  rest  and 
re  fix  il  uncut. 

SI  R    THOMAS. 

And  tills  is  the  boasted  freedom,  for  which 
so  much  treasure  lias  been  purloined!   so  much 
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guiltless  blood  slied  !  for  which  the  blameless 
ruler  of  the  realm  was  martyred,  and  his  hap- 
less family  destroyed  !  !  !  Honest  people  are 
constrained  to  hide  their  affections,  and  their 
most  honourable  attachments,  in  holes  and  cor- 
ners, and  all  the  virtues  of  the  land  have  been 
forced  to  emigrate;  while,  under  the  specious 
names  of  patriotism,  civism,  and  republican- 
ism, with  the  majestic  sovereignty  of  the  peo- 
ple, tyrany,  assassination,  murder,  sacrilege, 
and  every  other  crime  go  free,  nay.  are  re- 
warded. In  the  French  revolution,  my  Lady, 
the  proverb  is  falsified :  A  good  beginning 
has  there  degenerated  in  progress,  and  must 
be  accursed  in  the  end.  Let  us  hasten,  then, 
my  friend,  to  the  country  where  integrity  may 
assert  itself,  and  where  only  turpitude  need  ro 
.shun  the  dav  !  i  Ejeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Sir  John's  Bedchamber. 

SIR   JOHN. 

\He  is  folding  a  letter  he  has  been  writing.) 
This  I  think  will  answer  the  purpose.  [Calls 
in  a  loud  and  commanding  voice,  j  Florentia  ! 
Florentia!     Zooms,   with  what  an  authoritative 
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voire  am  1  bawling!  The  Grand  Seignor,  or 
the  Pope  of  Rome,  could  not  halloo  more  like 
a  tyrant,  were  he  bellowing  out  one  of  his 
bulls  !  See  the  cruel  prejudice  of  education  : 
I  have  been  so  long  used  to  summon  my  slaves 
about  me,  and  to  have  them  come  at  the  word 
of  command,  that  I  cannot  easily  ^ct  rid  of 
my  old  wicked  habits.  Til  try  again,  [softening 
his  tone,}  Flory  —  daughter  —  Flory  [still 
softer]  please  to  come  here.  Damn  it.  that's 
almost  fawning,  and  inconsistent  too,  when  I 
am  angry  with  her.  [Calls  in  a  voice,  that  affects 
a  medium,  which  makes  the  sound  ludicrous.] 
Once  more,  something  between  both  —  Flory  — 
Florentia  —  Child  —  z'bud,  that's  ridiculous. 
But,  after  all,  why  don't  she  come  :  None  of 
the  tones  fetch  her.  I  see,  — a  —  young  — stub- 
born —  sullen  —  silent  —  slut;  — just  likelier 
mother — indeed,  just  like  the  whole  sex. — A 
plague  of  the  women,  they  were  always  for 
monarchy.  They  would,  all  of  them,  to  a 
petticoat,  be  i:  queens  for  life  !  Very  true,  in- 
deed, Alexander  Pope  — thou  deservest  to  be 
the  first  in  thine  own  Temple  of  Fame,  were  it 
only  for  being  the  author  of  that  truism  !  — ■ 
Hut  where  is  the  girl,  all  this  timer — not 
come'  not  fly  at  the  order  of  her  father!  — 
There's  disobedience — there's  treason  for  vou! 
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[At  the  utmost  pitch  of  authority.]  Why  —  Flo- 
rentia — Florentia — tormentor — ■  traitor — I  say  — 

Enter  Miss  Aircastle. 

SIR  JOHN. 

I  thought,  Miss,  that  I  was  your  father; 
and  that  I  had  a  right  to  be  instantly  obeyed 
in  all  my  orders. 

MISS    AIRCASTLE. 

And  so,  my  dear' papa,  you  have  ;  and  obe- 
dience has  ever  been  my  delight:  but  a  most 
violent  head-ache  had  sunk  me  on  the  sofa,  from 
which,  after  many  efforts,  I  found  it  impossi- 
ble to  raise  myself  till  this  moment;  and  now 
not  without  difficulty. 

SIR   JOHN. 

[Tenderly.]  The  head-ache  —  Poor  Flory  — 
had  I  known  that,  I  would  not  have  called  so 
loud  nor  shouldst  thou  have  been  confined  to 
that  closet.  What  can  I  do  for  thee,  my  poor 
suffering  girl?  Where  lies  the  pain  —  [kisses 
her  forehead  and  temples,  and  passes  his  hand 
gently  over  them]  —  in  this  fair  forehead,  or  in 
these  pretty  temples  r 

MISS   AIRCASTLE. 

In  those  accents,  in  that  caress,  there  is  re- 
lief. Sir.  [/ Feeping.]  I  am  well  now  ;  —indeed 
i  am  ;  and  thus,  on  my  grateful  knees,  must 
kiss  tlie  hand  that  cured  me.  [Kneels.] 

vo  L.   II.  f 


66  hail  fellow!  well  .met! 

SIR  JOHN. 

As  much  gratitude  as  you  please,  but  no 
kneeling ;  —  damn  it,  no  kneeling.  Do  nothing, 
j?Iory,  unworthy  the  daughter  of  a  republican  ! 
—  Ah,  Florentia,  could  I  but  once  bring  you 
to  feel  the  force,  the  virtue,  the  divinity  of  that 
sacred  character,  you  would  be  precious  to  me 
indeed  ! 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

Continue  this  kindness,  Sir,  and  I  will  be 
any  thing  you  please  ; — at  least,  I  will  endeavoui 
to  be  all  you  wish  me,  and  yield  up  every  thing 
to  your  laws. 

SIR  JOHN. 

Lares*,  dear  girl,  I  have  none,  but  those  oi 
nature,  liberty,  and  reason  ;  —  the  three  divini- 
ties which  now  govern  this,  at  last,  blessed 
country  ! 

MISS   AIRCASTLE. 

And;  surely,  I  have  never  been  disposed  to 
rebel  against  these.  I  was  taught,  earl}',  even 
by  your  gracious  self,  to  consider  them  as  na- 
tives of  our  oicn  happy  isle;  — or.  at  least,  that 
there  they  had  fixed  their  seats  of  "  dearest  re- 
sidence;"—  and,  next  to  the  great  bestower  of 
them,  thev  have  had  my  earliest,  and.  I  trust 
they  will  continue  to  have,  my  latest  worship. 

SIR   JOHN'. 

Our  own  isle  I — what.  Great   Britain!   1 
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thought  so  once,  but  the  opinion  was  imposed 
on  me,  child,  — "just  as  the  twig  is  bent  the 
tree's  inclined,"  says  the  poet,  — I  had  heard  in 
the  nursery,  almost  in  the  cradle,  of  British 
liberty ;  at  school,  I  read  of  it;  the  news- 
papers were  crammed  with  it ;  the  pulpit,  the 
bar,  and  the  stage,  resounded  with  it— I 
soon,  therefore,  supposed  I  was  born  free. 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

And  were  you  not,  Sir? 

SIR  JOHN. 

No,  I  was  a  slave  !  I  was  under  the  con- 
straint of  a  thousand  tyrants  ;  and  one  greater 
than  all  the  rest,  who  impudently  put  himself 
at  the  head  of  them,  and  falsely  called  himself 
the  father  of  the  people. 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

And  did  not  his  protection  of  their  persons, 
and    their    property,    from    all    invaders,    even 
from  himself  (should  he   dare   to   abuse   their 
delegated   trust)   entitle   him    to    that   charac- 
ter ? 

SIR   JOHN. 

Yes,  just  as  much  as  the  whale,  who  gorges  on 
all  he  meets,  is  the  protector  of  the  shoals  which 
he  swallows.  — A  whale  is  a  tyrant  of  the  waters, 
and  a  king  is  a  tyrant  of  the  dry  land  ;  with 
this  difference  in  criminality,  that  the  first  lives 
innocently,  because  naturally,  upon  fishes ;    and 

v  2 
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the  other  most  unnaturally,  and  therefore  most 
wickedly,  upon  Ins  fellow-creatures. 
MISS  a  i  rcastlf. 

Nay,  as  to  that  papa,  arc  not  fish  the  fellow- 
creatures  of  this  same  innocent  whale? 

SIR  JOHN. 

True,  Miss  Sophistry,  but  the  fishes  have  not 
reason ;  and,  in  the  proper  use  of  that,  con- 
sists the  majesty  of  man. 

MISS   A  IRC  AST  LE. 

Were  I  not  fearful  of  offending  my  dearest 
father,  (for  whose  understanding-  I  have  the 
profoundest  reverence,)  I  should  venture  to 
observe,  in  this  place,  that  even  he  cannot  he 
more  proud  of  that  majestic  distinction  of  hu- 
manity than  his  daughter ;  but  to  what  better 
use  can  it  be  applied,  than  to  form  a  mild,  yet 
manly  government,  where  all  orders  of  men  are 
prosperous,  and  in  their  proper  places ;  where 
the  rights  of  the  highest  are  not  more  si;  red, 
or  more  inviolate,  than  those  of  the  most  lowly; 
and  where  the  divinities,  (or  if  that  appear  to 
some  too  strong  a  term,)  the  moralities,  justly 
venerated  by  my  father,  enter  so  vitally  into 
the  spirit  of  the  constitution,  that,  whatever 
law  violates  against  either  nature,  liberty,  or 
reason,  has  been  invariablv  opposed  by  the  peo- 
ple—(you  see  clearly  I  can  mean  only  the  truly 
may  -tie  people   of  England)  — and   have   never 


A  CONTINENT  A  L  D  It  A  MA.  b.9 

subsisted  long;  enough  to  do  any  essential  mju- 
ry.  —  Generally,  indeed,  such  laws,  and  tlie 
projectors  of  them,  have  been  buried  under  the 
same  ruins. 

Enter  Mrs.  Utopia  hastily,  with  a  Red  Cap  mi 

her  Head;   national  Cockade  pinned   to    her 
Breast ;  and  otherzcise  fantastically  dressed. 

UTOPIA. 

Infamous  traitress,!  young,  but  subtle  ser- 
pent !  I  have  heard  it  all.  —  I  have  opposed  all 
the  patience,  the  generous  indignation  of  my 
nature,  that  I  might  traverse  the  extent  of  your 
sophistry.  — These  are  the  fruits  of  your  line  mo- 
ther's and  lover's  lessons,  are  they  ?  and  the 
silly  boohs  you  are  so  fond  of  reading,  in  a  hun- 
dred volumes  of  which  there  is  no  more  solid 
sense,  truth,  or  argument,  than  there  is  sterling 
silver  in  a  Prussian  penny:  —  the  liberty  and 
reason  of  England,  forsooth!  in  what  does  it 
consist,  but  in  taxing  us  from  top  to  toe,  in 
making  us  pay  for  the  eyes  we  see  with,  and 
the  head  upon  our  shoulders  ?  I  wonder,  brother, 
you  have  heard  her  nonsense  so  long. 

SIR    JOHN. 

1  have  so  long;  heard  her,  sister  Utopia,  be- 
cause I  have  perceived  that,  although  nonsense 
it  was,  there  is   stuff  enough  about  that  girl's 
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understanding  to  make  an  excellent  republican ; 
if  we  could  once  persuade  her  to  be  one  of  us  — 
and  I  am  not  without  my  hopes,  that  a  farther 
acquaintance  with  the  great  question  and  the  ex- 
cellent system  which  now  unites  us  may  bring  her 
about. 

(TOP  I  A. 

[Proudly.]  Since  she  has  been  my  despair 
these  six  months,  I  do  not  see  how  she  can 
reasonably  he  your  hope,  brother.  — For  my  part, 
I  have  no  more  time  to  Lose  about  traitors,  in 
my  own  family,  or  elsewhere. 

MISS  A  J  RC  AST  I.E. 

Suffer  me  to  retire,  Sir.  [sis  she  passes.  Sir 
John  presses  her  hand.] 

\E,rit  Miss  Aircastle  into  the  closet. 
crop  i  a. 
I  came  to  inform  you,  that  such  a  number  of 
people,  from  the  town  and  places  adjacent,  have 
been  so   good    to   drop   in.   just    to    look   about 
them,  (while!  have  been  making  preparations. 
and  wishing  for  tea,  cofiee,  and  other  little  re- 
freshments, during  the  taking  which,  conversa- 
tion so   animated,    on    the    great   and    glon<  us 
subject,    that    I    find    it    best    to    postpone   ot;i 
regalia  a  few  hours  longer,  and.    instead    oi  a 
breakfast,  make  it  a  dinner. 
si  a  jo ux. 
A  dinner  !  —  will  not  that   he   rather  :••< 
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UTOPIA. 

Too,  what !— expensive,  I  suppose ! — you  mean 
soul'd  man!  —  You  a  republican  !— I'll  pay  for 

if  myself.  [She  flings  out  of  the  room, 

SIR  JOHN. 

There's  an  air,  now,  for  a  woman  who  cannot 
pay  for  a  frying-pan.  —  So  I  am  not  only  to  lose 
my  breakfast,  but  to  be  scolded  for  it  into  the 
bargain !  I  had  reserved  my  appetite,  too,  on 
purpose.  Could  I  but  walk  into  the  pantry, 
now,  I  feel  that  I  could  clear  it.  —  And  I  have 

forgot  to  send   off  my  letter  to Tlory,  my 

love — Flory.  —  [Tenderly,'] 

Re-enter  Miss  Aircastle. 

[Running  to  him. 
miss  aircastle. 
My  dearest  papa!      [Embracing.'] 

SIR  JOHN. 

That  woman's  fury  has  prevented  me  from  — 
[aside]  and  yet  I  cannot  send  it  by  her,  either. 
[To  her.']  Ring  the  bell,  love. 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

It  has  been  your  pleasure  to  order  the  bells 
to  be  all  taken  down,  you  know,  Sir, 

SIR  JOHN. 

So  it  has;  but  methinks  they  might  have  left 
one:   while  I   have  the   o-out,   too.  —  How  the 
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devil  else  can  I — —but  no  mutter,   'tis  perhaps 
best. 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

Shall  I  step  to  the  stair-head,  and  call,   Sir? 

SIR   J  Oil  X. 

[Hesitates.']     Hey  —  call.    Is  there  any  body 
within  hearing,  think  you? 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

Should  there  not  be,   if  1  am  honoured  by 

your  commands,  I  ■ • 

SIR   JOHN. 

There  she  goes  again.    How  often  must  I  tell 
you,  Florentia,  that  I  have  no  commands. 

MISS   A  IRCASTLE. 

Tf  I  knew  your  wishes,  then,  Sir,  I  would  fly  to 
obey. 

SIR   JOHN, 

Obey  ! 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

[Correcting  her  expression.']  To  accomplish 
them. 

SIR  JOHN. 

[  Suspiciously.]      Yes  —  but  —  then 

MISS  AT  UC AST LE. 

[Seeming  to  understand  him.  j  No.  indeed, 
Sir  -  I  pledge  my  honour,  I  will  not  seek — or, 
if  met  by  hazard,  speak  to  any  person,  (though 
the  dearest  to  my  heart,)  while  in  the  perform- 
ance of  the  office  vou  are  so  [rood  to  assign  me. 
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SIR   JOHN. 

Well,  then,  you  may  see  if  you  can  find  any 
of  the  servants  —  pshaw  !  I  mean,  I  would  speak 
to  somebody. 

[Miss  Aircastle  bows,  and  runs  to  the  door, 

SIR  JOHN. 

If  that  girl  could  think  as  I  do,  she  were  an 
pngel. 

11  e-  en tcr  a 1 1 s  s  A  i  rc a s t  l e,  followed  by  Ne  d, 
wick  a  Tray  and  Plates,  covered. 

MISS  A  I  RCASTLE. 

I  met  Mr.  Ned.  the  butler,  at  the  door,  who, 
I  am  sure,  will  be  happy  to  serve  you.  Sir. 

SIR   JOHN. 

[Aside.]  Rather  be  obliged  to  any  body 
else,   but  canact  help  it.     First,  what  have  you 

got  there?      [To  Ned.] 

NED. 

Something  comfortable  for  Miss  Aircastle, 
Sir.  I  understood  she  was  not  to  come  down 
stairs;  and.  as  Madam  Utopia  has  put  off  the 
breakfast  till  dinner,  and  as,  for  aught  I  know, 
the  dinner  may  be  prorogued  till  supper,  my 
Lady  and  I  imagined  that  a  few  sweetmeats, 
biscuits,  &c.  which  escaped  from  the  jaws 
of  the  patriots,  (I  crave  pardon,  Sir,)  might  be 
acceptable. 

•  Miss  Aircastle  lifts  up  one  of  tke  covers, 
half  shrieks,  and  again  closes  it. 
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SIR    J  0 1 1  .V  . 

What's  the  matter,  child,   has  he  brought  you 

a  mouse  ? 

MISS  AIHCASTLE. 

[Composing  herself,  retires  a  little  behind 
her  father  s  chair,  takes  a  letter  front  under  tin 
cover,  puts  it  in  her  pocket,  and  then  trips  tor- 
wardJ]  A  mouse,  no.  pana;  but  i —  1  oxer- 
heard  you  wishing  for  something  to  eat.  and-  • 
and  —  and  the  joy  of — of— of  seeing  so  many 
nice  tilings  quite  overpowered  me.  See,  Sir,  i« 
not  this  delightful?  That's  right  Mr.  Ned  — 
that  little  table  will  just  do. 

SIR   JOSiX. 

If  I  had  not  been  hungry.  I  must  have  eater* 
to  please  you,  Flory.  Come,  then  :  meantime, 
will  you  carry  this  letter  where  it  is  directed, 
Edward  : 

XFO. 

This  moment,  Sir. 

[Takes  the  letter,   and  exit, 
TSir  John  and  Mis*  Aircastle  sit  at  the  table. 


Jlnter  Statuqco  :eith  a  Bundle  of  Papers. 


SI  H    ,IOH\. 

[Eating.']      Who  sent  for  you.   Sir? 

SI  ATI  Q  l"  o. 

Mv  duty:   I  am  come  with  a  buinll< 
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SIR   J  OHX. 

Of  complaints,  i  suppose,  as  usual.    [Eating.'] 

STATU  QUO. 

Your  Honour  is  pleased  to  be  mistaken,  I 
am  charged  only  with  a  bundle  of  wants  —  all 
which,  Madam  Utopia  informs  me,  must  be 
forthwith  supplied,  since  'tis  for  the  public  good, 
or,  more  correctly  speaking,  for  the  good  of  the 
public. 

SIR   JOHN. 

[Eating  heartily,  drinking  occasionally.}     If 
that  is  the  ease,  name  them. 

STATU  QUO. 

As  there  is  no  longer,  your  Honour  knows, 
any  credit  in  this  happy  free  country,  your 
Honour's  brothers  and  sisters  behind  the  coun- 
ter desire  to  have  prompt  payment  for  their 
bills  delivered,  and  also  to  receive  ready  money 
for  future  supplies. 

S  I  R    JOHN. 

[Ordering.']      Pay  them.    But  I  want  some- 
thing more  to  drink. 

STATU  QUO. 

He,  he,  he  ! 

SI  R    J  OHX. 

What  do  you  grin  at  ? 

M  ISS  A  I  IICASTLE. 

[Aside.]      I  fancy  I  snail  iinci  a  cordial   in 
the  closet,  Sir,   at  least  I  hope  so. 

!  Rises,  and  e.vit. 
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STATU  QUO. 

Your  Honour  forgetteth  that  miracles  have 
ceased  ;  I  cannot  make  bricks  without  straw, 
nor  paty  bills  witliout  money. 

Si  H   JOHN". 

Zoons !  have  you  none  in  hand  ?  I  expected 
you  had  rnore  than  a  month's  supply. 

STATU  QUO. 

[Putting  on  his  spectacles  xcith  provoking 
deliberation.]  Ill  read  the  items  — some  of 
which  are  neiv  in  stewardship  ;  but  I  have  gone 
the  nearest  way  to  work. 

Imprimis  —  I  have  it  all  down  in  my  repub- 
lican account-hook,  your  Honour,  and  have 
entitled  it  eouality  WASTE- bo  ok. 


Imprimis  — Trent*  and  supplies 
of  thirteen  days  iw  poor  equals, 
per  order 

2.  [h  sents  to  sixteen  way-fa- 
ring broth  rs,  w  ho  said  they 
wanted  even/  thing,  per  order 

*.   Convention-purse 

N.  '''■■  iloiiournhlc  nicitt i'-n  was  made  c;f 
tliis  by  tlit  Xaliona!  As  emblv, 

4.  Taiiors,  shoe-makers,  buteh- 
c  rs.  bakers,  and  brewers,  ac- 
counts for  equalized  vaga- 
bonds, for  two  months,  ten 
«i;i\  s.  a  i  i<<  r  bills  delivered  .    . 
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(  i 
s.         d. 


This  is  a  very  moderate  article 
your  Honour,  and  subjected 
me,  as  you  remember,  to  va- 
rious complaints,  some  threats, 
and  three  boxes  of  the  ear:  for 
which  I  charge 0       0       0 

5.  Sundry  small  sums  to  repub- 
lican brothers  and  sisters,  \\  ho 
said  they  wanted,  in  the  ag- 
gregate .   .   .  ' 84      12       0 

C.  Item— Horses  killed  orwound- 
ed  in  carrying  decrees  to  the 
sections,  (Tor  perj'ecticnizin^ 
human  nature.)  by  order  or" 
the  deputies  of  the  department 
of  correspondence,  in  course 
of  the  year 

7.   Distribution  of  cockades,  by 


order  of  Madam  L'topia 


800       0 
59     IS 


SI  It    JOHN. 

How?  S'hud,  c£59:  IS:  3:  for  cockades! 
Why,  'twould  stock  Spital- Fields  with  ri- 
bands; but,  damn  it,  don't  read  any  more. 
%j  i;u  enjoy  it  all,  I  sec  you  do,  you  provoking 
old  sti  "k  ;  but.  so  do  I.  I'll  not  have  the  cause 
starved   for  all  that. 

S  IATC  Q  I'O. 

'  Pent •-■it}' j\  \      Xow  this  amounteth,   indepcu- 
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dent  of  house- charges,  of  which,  in  their  place, 
to  the  net  sum  of— — 

SIR  JOHN. 

[Passionately.  ]     I    don't  care,    and  I  won't 

hear   what They    were  all    necessary;  —  I 

only    desire  to  know  what  you   have  in  your 
hands  ? 

statu  quo. 

Verily,     the    tradesman's  hills    for    the    last 

month;,  and  which  come  to,  let  me  sec ■ 

SIR  JOHX. 

They  shall  he  all  discharged  to-morrow. — I 
tell  you  again  111  not  have  the  cause  starved  ;■ — 
I  am  no\.  ten  times  richer  than  I  ought  to  he, 
as  an  individual!  'tis  a  sin;  and  I  am  ashamed 
of  it. 

STATU  QUO. 

lie,  he,  he!  your  Honour  will  mend  of  that 
offence  every  hour—  he,  he,  he  !  \E.rli  Statuquo, 


Re-enter  Miss  Aircastle   with  a  Glass  and 
small  Bnttlc. 

SIR  JOHN. 

Well,  Flory,  have  you  found  any  thing  com- 
fortable ? — that  hardened  fellow's  aristocratical 
phlegm,  and  abominable  lie,  he,  he  !  has  made 
it  more  necessary  than  ever. 
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MISS   A I  RCA  ST  LE. 

O,  dear  Sir!  — I  have  found  what  lias  quite 
put  me  into  spirits ;   so  warm  —  so  exhilarating 

—  so  full  of  lire  —  yet  gentle  as "tis  the  true 

parfaite  amour.  I  wish,  with  all  my  soul,  it 
may  have  the  same  effect  upon  you.  —  [She Jills 
the  glass,  Sir  John  drinks.] — I'm  sure  my  Val- 
entine's letter  was  all  that,  at  least.     [Jside.] 

SIR  JOHN. 

Udd  ! — 'tis  warming,  indeed.  — But  what 
clatter  is  that?  —  Hist !  there  seems  to  be  a  ter- 
rible uproar. 

R e- enter  S t a t  i; quo. 

He,  again!— the  face  of  the  devil  would  be 
more  welcome  to  me  than  that  fellow's. —What, 
more  bills  ' 

S  TA  TV,'  QU  O. 

No,  your  Honour,  not  yet; — 'tis  only  a  few 
more  bill-makers.  1  have  the  honour  to  be 
the  hearer  of  a  message  from  about  a  score  of 
your  new  relations,  who  have  just  made  their 
v<  ay  into  the  castle,  and  crave  an  audience. 

SIR    JOHN. 

T  eould  have  been  glad  of  a  little  nap,  just 
at  present,  bet  free  men  are  always  welcome. 

STATU  QUO. 

And  I  can  assure  your  Honour,  these  person- 
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ages  arc  as  free  as  any  I  have  vet  met  with,  and 
that  is  a  bold  word  to  say.  too — [ll'ilh  all  possi- 
ble gravity.]  — ■  They  signify  their  intention 
of  passing  a  few  months  with  you. 
s i a  j  o  it  v . 
Months! — Who  are  they? — The  plague!  — 
they  are  coming  up. 

STATU  QUO. 

They  will  speak  for  themselves  ;  walk  up,  gen- 
tlemen and  ladies.  —  My  master.  Sir  John  — 
pooh,  pooh,  I  mean  Johnny  Aireastle,  is  sick 
and  in  his  chamber,  but  that's  no  matter  —  no 
objection  to  an  audience,  in  this  country. 

Enter  lric  Bar  ox  and  Barox  ess  de  St.  Clair, 
their  Two  Sons,  'Three  Daughters,  and  several 
ether  Persons. 


BAROX'. 

[y!side.'\     How  shall  I  go  through  with  it!  I 

blind)  to  begin.  — Sick  !  malacle  !  then  we  will 
\fo  Sir  John]  make  him  well.  So  brother,  Air. 
LTAnglois  —  Kngliahmans  —  I  am  the  ci-devant 
lkiron  dc  St.  Clair.      [Jdvaneing.] 

BAHOX'ESS. 

[Jdvancing:]     Ami    I   the  ci-devant  Baron- 
ess. 

C  II  EVA  LI  ER. 

[Jdvancing.]  And  1  the  Chevalier  dc  St.  Clair, 
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FREDERIC. 

[Advancing.']  And  I  son  cadet,  his  youngest 
brother. 

MADEMOISELLE   DE  ST.  CLAIR. 

'[Advancing.]     And  I  the  eldest  daughter. 

LOUISE    AXD    JULIE. 

{Advancing.}  And  we  the  youngest  daugh- 
ters. 

[Sir  John  receives  than,  and  gives  his  hand 
to  each. 

BARON. 

And  these  are  our  domestic  friends. 

[Mob  advance. 

STATU  QUO. 

Ci-devant  servants,  I  humbly  conceive.  [Speak- 
ing to  those  behind.']  Please,  gentlemen  and 
ladies,  the  chamber  being  small,  to  stand  upon 
Hie  stairs  till  some  of  the  company  file  oft" — 
so,  every  man  his  step. 

[Miss  Aircastle  goes  into  the  closet. 

SIR  JOHN. 

1  regret  my  helpless  situation  hinders  me 
from 

BARON*. 

Point  dc  tout  —  not  at  all.  I  shall  just  state 
the  object,  of  our  visit,  and  take  our  leave,  jpour 
h  mo  went, 

BARONESS. 

We  occupied  houses  in  the  environs  of  Havre, 
vol.   ii.  «; 
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but  they,  being  connnodiously  situated;,  are 
going  to  be  converted  into  barracks,  to  hold 
the  brave  defenders  of  our  country. 

CHEVALIER. 

So  we  are  unprovided  with  any  present  habi- 
tation. Luckily,  we  have  been  informed  of 
your's,  in  time;  and  though  wc  have  an  order 
from  the  deputies  of  the  department,  (who, 
though  we  are  ci-divant  noblesse,  are  acquaint- 
ed with  our  zeal,)  for  brotherly  accommodation 
in  this  castle,  wc  hear  such  a  character  of  your 
civism.  that  it  is  scarce  necessary  to  produce  it. 

MADEMOISELLE   DE   ST.   CI. Ala. 

It  gives  us  high  satisfaction  to  perceive,    by 

the  size  of  this  chateau,  that  we  shall  put  you 
to  little  inconvenience,   in  point  of  room. 

BARO  NT  ESS. 

Haifa  dozen  apartments  v^ili  suffice. 

BARO  \". 

And,  in  all  other  respects,  wc  can  help  one 
another.  J  see  the  pleasure  it  will  give  our  dear 
brother  to  assist  us  to  the  utmost  of  his  power. 
Ceremony  is^abolished,  you  know  — you  must 
treat  us,  as  we  shall  you,  with  all  possible  free- 
dom. 

si  u  JOIIV. 

[y/.svV/c]  '["here's  a  damifd  pack  of  them, 
tool  Statuquo,  see  them  properly  placed  - 
establish  them  as  they  deserve.      \Boxes  to  Ihcm. 
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STATU  QUO. 

[Aside.]  Then  I  should  establish  them  in 
the  castle-moat,  up  to  their  necks  in  water.  — ■ 
\To  Sir  John.]  Brother  Johnny,  these  persons 
shall  be  taken  care  of.  But  the  Steady  family 
is  not  yet  out  of  the  house  ;  and,  as  old  friends 
and  first  comers ■ 

Sill    JOHN. 

Don't  make  odious  comparisons,  fellow,  every 
body  must  make  way  for  the  friends  and  mem- 
bers of  the  republic,  especially  such  as  come 
recommended   by  the  deputies  of  the  National 

Convention. 

ALL. 

Bravo  —  bravo  —  bravissimo  ! 

STATUQUO. 

Alight  it  not  be  as  well  for  your  Honour  to 
sec  the  recommendations  ? 

ALL. 

Out  upon  the  fellow  !  Does  he  take  us  for 
suspects  ? 

BARON*. 

I  fear  you  have  an  aristocrate  in  your  family, 
brother  what's  your  name  : 

FIRST   FRENC  UMAX. 

Denounce  him  — seize  him  —  report  him  to 
the  Convention. 

S  E  C  O  V D   F II E  X  C II M  A  N . 

Out  with  him, 

g  2 
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1hird frenchman. 
In  with  him.  \They  collar  Statucmo. 

FIRST   FRENCH  MAX. 

Who  refuses  shelter  and  accommodation  to 
trte  men?  [They  hustle  and  buffet  him. 

SECOND   FRENCHMAN. 

Liberty  for  ever !  huzza  ! 

A  L  L. 

Huzza  !  huzza  !    Vive  la  repuhlique  !  Ca  ira. 
on  ira,  va  ira,  tyc.  fyc. 

[Statuquo  runs  down  stairs,  the   St.  Clair* 

and  the  rest  follow,    singing,    and   the 
curtain  drops. 


r.ND    OF    THE    SECOND    ACT. 


A  CONTINENTAL   DRAMA.  85 

ACT  III. 

S  C  E  N  E    I. 

An  Apartment  in  Sir  John's  House, 

Enter   Sir    Thomas    Steady,     Lady    Air- 
castle,    and  Spruce, 

SIM   THOMAS. 

WHAT  you  tell  inc.  Spruce,  of  the  "hair- 
breadth escape,"  of  my  poor  old  friend,  Sta- 
tuquo,  has  so  much  of  the  true  grotesque,  that, 
notwithstanding  all  the  folly  and  distress  which 
it  occasioned,  I  cannot  help  laughing  —  ha. 
ha! 

SPRUCE. 

I  met  him  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  in  the 
midst  of  the  patriot  mob,  who  were  pummel-' 
ling  him  with  carmagnolian  rage.  Ned  applied 
the  arms  of  Old  England  to  the  sunk  eyes,  long 
noses,  and  high  cheek-bones  of  the  gaunt  as- 
sailants ;  Statuquo  himself,  with  the  fury  of 
an  oppressed  veteran,  while  he  darted  his  wig- 
Jess  head  into  the  empty  stomach  of  one  repub- 
lican, struck  his  leg  into  the  has  ventre  of  ano- 
ther;  while,  putting  every  instrument  of  natu* 
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ral  defence  in  force  at  once,  his  yet  firm-set 
teeth  held  fast  the  pigtail  of  a  third  patriot, 
who  thereupon  grinned  horribly,  and  gave  a 
ghastly  grow!. 

A  !.!.. 

I  la,    ha.    ha,    ha,    ha  ! 

LA  DV    A  IRCASTT  E. 

On  my  word,  Air.  Spruce,  your  account  is 
given  in  the  true  heroi-comic,  with  so  much 
force,  that  1  see  you  have  talents  for  the  bur- 
lesque. 

SI  R    TIIOIU  vs. 

O,  my  Lady,  Spruce  has  been  a  poetizcr 
all  his  life. 

S  Pit  ICE. 

I  made  verses,  my  Lady,  upon  mv  pap- 
spoon,  the  moment  it  was  put  into  my  mouth, 
and  wrote  a  panegyric  on  my  cradle,  while  my 
nurse  was  rocking  it:  before  I  could  run  alone 
I  penned  a  satire  upon  a  cat  that  haul  killed  a 
favourite  torn-tit;  and,  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
after,  I  poured  forth  sua  b  an  effusion  of  sorrow 
i;i  an  elegiac  dirtv  on  the  fate  of  the  said  bird, 
that  I  wonder  the  little  fellow  did  not  get  out 
of  the  paper  coffin,  in  which  its  little  corpse  was 
deposited,  and,  perching  on  my  fore  linger. 
turn  bard  himself,  to  thank  me,  in  an  extem- 
pore son  a*,    for  having  made  him  immortal. 
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ALL. 

I  la,   lia,   ha  ! 

SIR  THOMAS. 

Tims  you  see,  Madam,  Spruce  was  a  poet 
by  nature.  He  "  lisped  in  numbers,  for  the 
numbers  came ;"'  and,  I  dare  say,  struck  off  a 
new  Ode  to  St.  Cecilia,  at  the  first  jingle  of  his 
coral ;  but,  like  other  great  wits,  when  talking  of 
their  own  performances,  he  has  let  his  Pegasus 
gallop  clear  away  from  the  subject  in  question, 
and,  all  this  time,  left  poor  Statuquo  in  the 
hands  of  the  Philistines. 

SPRUCE. 

All  poets  digress,  you  know,  Sir,  from  your 
tiny  tomtit  genius  to  the  blind  bard  of  Greece  ; 
but,  had  not  the  honest  steward  been  rescued 
from  the  modern  Goths  and  Vandals,  I  should 
not  have  taken  up  the  time  in  narrative  but 
action  ! 

SIR  THOMAS. 

There's  for  you,  Madam,  a  flight  of  the  sub- 
lime too.     Well,   Spruce  — — 

SPRUCE. 

At  this  moment  it  was,  while  the  hands,  feet, 
head,  and  teeth,  of  the  warlike  steward  were 
engaged,  and  while  the  butler  lay  about  him  like 
another  son  of  Alcides,  then  it  was,  even  when 
the  victory  became  doubtful,  that  a  sortie  from 
the  ci-devant  grand  saloon,    (now  the  Hall  of 
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Equality,  where  the  ci-devant  servants  of  Sir 
John's  were  garrisoned,)  threatened  to  turn  the 
tide  of  fortune  against  the  veteran  and  his 
brave  compeer ;  then,  too,  it  was,  that,  armed 
with  the  powder- puff,  pomade,  and  curling- 
irons,  to  the  intent  of  operating  on  the  head  of 
Sir  Valentine,  and  even  in  the  act  of  loosing 
the  flowing  locks  of  that  heroic  youth— at  that 
crisis  of  fate,  I  say,  it  was,  that  I  followed 
the  yelling  sounds  that  led  me  to  the  bloody 
affray  — 

SIH   THOMAS. 

The  scene  begins  to  warm,  you  see.  my 
Lady.  —  Well  — 

SPRUCE, 

'*'  O  for  a  muse  of  fire  !  "  or  any  muse  but 
mine  to  do  justice  to  my  own  exploits  in  that 
important  hour.  Spare  my  modesty :  it  must 
draw  a  veil  over  my  merits,  O  ye  illustrious, 
hearers.    [Affectedly.  ] 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Pass  on;  I  can  conceive  the  wrath  of  Achil- 
les, the  strength  of  Ajax,  the  friendship  of 
Patroclus,  and  the  subtlety  of  Ulysses,  then 
inspired  the  breast  of  the  magnanimous  Spruce 

SPRUCK. 

Even  so,  my  honoured  master;  I  brui>eo 
one,  heat  another,  kicked  a  third,  bit  the  eai 
of  a  fourth,  even  the  ear  of  that  kicked  traitor. 
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die  ex-footman  Will  ;  and,  in  short,  I  put 
thorn  to  a  general  route.  But,  at  this  dire  in- 
stant, so  fate  decreed 

LADY    A  [  RCASTLE. 

What  now  ?  I  protest  you  make  me  tremble. 
I  hope  no  harm  has  happened  to  Sir  John  or 
my  daughter.  I  hope  they  were  not  rash 
enough  to 


SPRUCE. 

Your  patience,  most  illustrious  lady;  consi- 
der I  am  in  the  heat  of  a  great  action ;  —  in 
that  dirt'  instant,  I  say,  so  fate  decreed,  Madam 
Utopia,  armed  with  a  pair  of  republican  scis- 
sars,  with  which  she  had  been  cutting  tri- 
colour cockades ;  her  traitress  of  '<ijemme-de- 
chambre,  yclept,  in  patriot  language,  Moll 
Trimming,  once  the  gentle  Maria,  and  object 
of  my  tenderest  wishes,  equipped  with  a  poker, 
rushed  upon  us,  like  a  couple  of  poissarde.s\ 
and  were  just  on  the  point  of  deciding  our  des- 
tiny  —  when 

LADY   A I  RCASTLE. 

[Eager I y.]   1  long  to  hear. 

SPRUCE. 

When  the  goddess  of  Faithful  Stewards  took 
Sir  Valentine  by  the  dishevelled  locks,  and  led 
him  to  our  assistance.  The.  same  bright  power 
made  him  the  leader  of  a  chosen  band  of  your 
Honour's  servants,  and  even. Sir  Johns  ci-devant 
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Coachman  Dick,  came  over  to  our  side.  With 
tliis  reinforcement,  we  put  the  enemy  to  a 
shameful  flight,  Sir  Valentine  acting  miracles; 
til!,  in  the  <.nd,  we  drove  the  foe  out  of  the 
castle,  shut  the  gates,  and  with  the  loss  only 
of  the  steward's  perizcig,  sonic  quarts  of  blood 
from  our  no^es,  the  right  sleeve  of  Sir  Valen- 
tine's dressing-gown,  the  riband  that  tied  m\ 
cue,  and  a  handful  of  hair,  we  brought  off 
th(   brave  Statuquo  in  triumph. 

ALL. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

SIR    THOMAS. 

And  where  is  my  son? 

SPRUCE. 

j  Looking   out.)    The    hero   comes,     mv    lcige 
master. 


Enter  Va  lex  tine. 

SI  K    THOMAS. 

I  hope,  Val.  vou  have  received  no  material 
iii  from  the  affrav,  which  Spruce  has,  in  his 
lofty  language,  been  recounting. 

VA  I,  EST  I  VF. 

None.  Sir  :  poor  Ned  True  lias  suffered  most, 
and  I  have  heen  putting  him  into  the  hed  allot- 
ted for  myself;  and.  lest  he  should  he  disturbed, 
for  he  is  the  best  creature  in  the  world.  I  have 
put  the  key  of  the  chamber  in  my  pocket,     llks 
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principal  difficulty  was  to  save,  from  the  fury 
of  the  enemy,  a  letter  with  which  he  was 
charged  from  Sir  John  to  you:  Sir,  in  the  ex- 
tremity, the  poor  fellow  thrust  it  into  his  bo- 
som,  and  here  it  is. 

[Valentine  gives  the  letter,   which  Sir  Tho- 
mas opens  and  reads. 

j.A  DY   A  IRC  AST  LE. 

Do  you  know,  Mr.  Stead}',  I  have  had  some 
alarms  about  Sir  John  and  Flory,  on  this  occa- 
sion. In  this  violent  country,  nothing  is  secure 
but  what  deserves   to    be   in  danger.      I   hone 

O  J. 

they  were  sale  r 

VA  LEX  TINE. 

You  will  easilv  believe  thev  were  the  great 
objects  of  my  care. 

SPRUCE. 

Yes,  Madam,  lie  guarded  the  door,  that  se- 
parated their  apartments  from  the  field  of  bat- 
tle, with  more  bravery  than  the  hero  who  de- 
fended the  pass  of  Thermopylae 

VALENTINE. 

In  the  midst  of  the  confusion,  just  as  victory 
had  turned  in  our  favour,  I  heard  a  tap  at  the 
door,  on  the  opening  which,  1  perceived  the 
dear  trembling  Florentia.  You  will  judge  of  my 
emotion:  Sir  John,  Lady  Aircastle,  and  their 
daughter,  shall  be  protected,  said  I:  with  which 
assurance,    she  ran  up  stairs  with  a  haste   that, 


'J'2  II  AIT.    I  LI.I.OU'!     WLl  i.  met: 

while  it  denoted  her  filial  piety,  seemed  to  im- 
ply, that  she  had  imbibed  the  prejudice  of  1km 
fathcr,even  against  the  man  of  her  heart,  and.  had 
it  not  been  for  a  transient  smile,  as  she  gained 
the  floor  of  Sir  John's  chamber,  I  should  have 
supposed  she  hated  mc.  Perhaps  Sir  John 
might  have  cruelly  exacted  this  conduct:  bur 
surely  she  might,  in  such  a  circumstance,  have 
dispensed  with  her  promise. 

I.  A  I)\     A  •  RC  AST  I   E. 

Is  there,  then,  any  circumstance  between 
lovers,  however  honourable  their  attachment. 
that  gives  such  a  dispensation?  No,  Valentine, 
I  am  persuaded  you  will  think  with  me,  on  u 
sceond  reflection,  that  a  virtuous  daughter,  who 
fails  in  any  promise  she  may  have  made  an  in- 
dulgent though  misguided  father,  will  seldom 
keep  faith  as  a  mistress :  nor  can  I  think  the 
son  of  Sir  Thomas  Steady  would  readily  make 
such  a  word- breaker  his  wife  ! 

V  A  LENT  I  \  E. 

Pardon  mc.  dear  Lady  Aircasrle,  1  am  sure 
the  cause  was  worthy  of  my  Rorentia ;  but 
vou  must  admit  the  effect  was  agonizing  to  in< 
in  my  present  situation.  [leaven  forbid  1 
should  stand  in  the  wav  ot  anv  one  dun  that 
excellent  girl  has  to  perform-  I  have  not  vet 
so  far  imitated  the  carmainiol  virtues 
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LADY  AIPwCASTLE. 

I  am  sure  you  have  not ;  and  I  trust  mutual 
deservings  may  be  yet  rewarded.  But  your 
good  father  seems  disturbed.  ]  fear.  Sir  Tho- 
mas, there  is  something  in  that  letter  which 
gives  you  fresh  reason  to  be  dissatisfied  with 
my  poor  ill-advised  husband. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Strange,  mistaken,  infatuated  man !  I  have 
read  his  epistle  thrice  over,  and  am  now  as 
much  at  a  loss  to  answer  it  as  at  first.  You 
must  assist;  and  you,  Valentine,  must  not  be 
excluded  from  our  councils. 

LADY    A  !  RCA  ST  V  F. 

.Mas!  mine  are  expletives,  after  tie.:  exertion 
»>f  your  own.  better  judgement ;  but,  such  a* 
they  are.    command  them. 

SIR    THOMAS, 

Were  not  the  moments  too  awful  for  com-* 
pliments,  I  could  return  your  Ladyship  many 
handsome  things;  but  hear  the  letter,  and  keep 
me— —[Reads.]  l'  Relation  Thomas!  would  I 
could  call  you  brother!  would  I  could  any 
longer  think  you.  friend  !  but,  as  I  cannot, 
without  treason  to  mu  principles,  and  forfeiting 
my  civic  oath,  your  visit  in  this  place  might  be 
•shortened,  on  the  three  following  cogent  rea- 
sons:  first,  your  stay  may  subject  me  to  dan- 
gerous   suspicions,     winch    might    reach   even 
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yourself;  .secondly,  the  disaffected  part  of  mv 
family  cannot  keep  any  terms  with  yon  or 
your's,  without  the  double  guilt  of  private  and 
public  rebellion;  and,  lastly,  it  is  impossible 
for  me  to  hold  any  intercourse,  either  personal 
or  epistolary,  after  having  sent  this  notice.  In- 
deed, I  am  not  clear,  whether,  in  this  act,  I 
am  not  offending  against  the  stern,  but  just 
virtues  of  a  French  republican  —  virtues  which 
'gloriously  supersede  the  narrow  feelings  of 
common  nature  and  its  affections,  and  which 
have,  in  more  than  one  'immortal  instance,  in- 
spired thi  husband  to  give  up  to  death  the  wife 
convicted  of  aristocracy,  arid  influenced  the 
mother  (sublime  triumph  of  reason  over  na- 
ture) to  surrender  her  own  child  to  the  block. 
It  must  he  a  consequence  of  your  own  perti- 
nacious delay  under  this  roof,  that  can  make 
me  sacrifice  an  antient  friendship  to  a  more  ex- 
alted sere, 'uncut. 

"  JOHN    A  [RCASTLE. 

Fin-t  m<ml  .  f>f  :V  -vo  1:1  I  vcai 
01  '  !i-.:  I  roi'ii'ii  :  ["'.bin;,  one 
aiu!  hidivi.ihlc. 

■•  /  "ivc  It  nation  !  " 

s  i  r  t no. mas. 

Unkind,     forgetful   man!    to  forbid    me   his 

house!     He,   ulio  bad.   raised    the  character   of 

his  country,    by    preserving   its    antient   ho- pi- 
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talitv  — whose  roof  lias  so  often  been  the  asy- 
lum of  the  wandering  stranger  !  even  of  the 
enemy,  who,  in  penitence,  nay,  who,  in  guilt, 
had  sought  protection  there!  for  him  to  act 
so  ungenerous  a  part ! 

LADY    A  I  EC  AST  I.E. 

Ah  !  what  can  I  say,  Sir  Thomas,  in  his  de- 
fence r  what  in  my  own?  but  the  shame  and 
misery  you  may  read  in  my  blushes,  and  in  my 
tears. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Pardon  me,  Madam:  far  was  it  from  my  in- 
tention to  provoke  either:  my  tenderest  pity  is 
your's  and  Miss  Aircastlc"s,  in  the  most  bene- 
volent extent,  even  as  shall  be  my  protection  : 
nay,  if  possible,  I  would  save  the  deluded  vic- 
tim Inmself.  But  what  a  seductive  system  must 
that  be,  which  can  thus  overturn  the  reason, 
the  honour,  and  tiie  sensibility,  of  a  noble 
mind  !  winch  can  make  it  shut  the  door  upon 
a  friend,  and  even  to  threaten  the  very  life  of 
a  benefactor  !  Sutler  me  to  call  myself  so,  Ma- 
dam. 

LA  DY    AT  liCASTLE. 

Alas  !  Sir  Thomas,  in  the  fury  of  his  enthu- 
siasm, he  has  exulted  in  horrors  which,  before 
his  coming  into  this  place,  would  almost  have 
broken  his  tender  heart  to  hear  related :  nay. 
the  menace  or  which  you  speak,   has,   of  Late, 


$6  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

more  than  once  been  uttered  against  poor  Flo- 
rent  ia  and  myself:  and.  for  a  few  strong 
words  that  passed  on  the  subject  of  your  visit, 
when  Spruce  first  announced  it,  we  were  botli 
threatened  with  being  reported  to  that  bloody 
tribunal  from  "  whose  bourne  (it  may  be  truly 
said)  no  traveller  returns."" 

VALE  NT  I  XL. 

Your  Ladyship  and  Miss  Aircastle  !  his  own 
wife  and  daughter  !  the  best  and  dearest,  too, 
that  ever  bore  the  name  ! 

SIR    THOMAS. 

Dreadful  fanaticism  !  When  once  the  silver 
cord  that  binds  us  to  society,  by  the  laws  of 
religion  and  Providence,  is  broken,  all  the 
mischief  and  iniquity  thar  follows  is  a  conse- 
quence as  natural  and  as  inevitable,  my  dear  Va- 
lentine, as  the  influx  of  the  torrent,  when  the 
banks  of  the  ocean  are  destroyed.  Have  this 
my  son,   for  ever  in  remembrance. 

VA  LEX  TIN  E. 

Eur,  amongst  these  evils,  the  last  and  great- 
est (O  agony,  but  to  think  upon  !)  may  hap- 
pen !  the  lives  of  this  innocent  girl  and  her  ex- 
cellent mother  may  be 

S  I  11   THOMAS. 

There'.-  the  point  of  my  distress  ;  and  yet 
the  difficulty,  as  well  as  peril,  of  removing 
It —  \lle  xcalks  about,  thinkum;. 
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VALENTINE. 

There  can  be  none  that  weighs  against  the 
possibility  of  success. 

LADY  AIRCASTLE, 

Your  generous  efforts  must  be  vain;  I  too 
well  know  the  mind  of  my  child,  not  to  be 
certain,  that  neither  the  laws  of  love,  nor  those 
of  self-preservation,  will  draw  her  from  the 
side  of  her  father,  while  life  remains  ;  nor  am  I, 
victim  as  I  am,  less  resolved  (though  I  shall 
never  partake  his  follies)  to  share  his  fate.  Go, 
then,  my  worthy  and  beloved  friends,  while 
yet  in  your  power,  go,  save  yourselves. 

VALENTINE. 

How,  Madam  !  villainously  leave  you  thus ! 
Then  were  I  worthy  your's  and  Florentia's 
frowns,   indeed  ! 

[Sir  Thomas  continues  traversing,  and  seems 
buried  in  thought. 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

I  foresee  to  this  devoted  land,  and  to  the 
blameless  part  of  its  inhabitants,  far  greater 
horrors  than  have  yet  happened :  some  tre- 
mendous things  have  escaped  my  husband, 
who  is  in  confidence  with  one  of  the  deputies 

of  this  department.     They  import ,   but  I 

must  tell  you  in  the  most  guarded  privacy.  — 
[fVhispcrs   to   Valentine.]      The  mine  is  pre- 

VOL.    II-  H 


9$  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

pared,   and,  when   it  springs,  all  that  remain?, 
of  loyalty,  honour,   and  good  faith,  \\  ill : 

Silt   THOMAS. 

[Interrupting  them,  earnestly.']  Now,  my 
Lady,  I  will  inform  you  of  my  design,  which, 
could  it  he  brought  into  effect 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

Pray  heaven  it  may ;  but,  for  the  love  of  us 
all,  speak  lower;  our  very  lives  tremble  on  the 
soft  breath  of  a  whisper. 

Enter  Utopia  —  she  stands  aside,  and  listens 
to  their  Conversation, 

VALENTINE. 

A  pretty  free  country  this :  let  us  then  retire 
to  a  place  of  yet  greater  safety,  if  any  such 
can  be  found. 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

If  we  can  pass  the  eyes  of  that  lynx,  Utopia, 
who  seems  to  be  everywhere  at  once 

UTOPIA. 

[Aside.]  The  lynx  is  your  obliged  and  very 
humble  servant ;  [curtsies]  she  shall  have  an 
eye  on  your  motions,  however,   my  Lady. 

LADY    AIRCASTLE. 

[IFith  the  utmost  caution  drawing  them  to- 
wards the  door.  |     There  is  a  kind  of  a  cave  at 


*  liuw  tj'cmenduiisl)  lias  tlu->  propluT\  Lk*cu  fulfil] 
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the  bottom  of  the   garden,    which  leads  by  a 
subterraneous  passage  to  the  sea-side, 

UTOPIA. 

[Aside.]     Indeed  !  I  thank  you  for  the  dis- 
covery. 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

[Scarce   daring   to   articulate.]       The  other 

day,  True  Ned,  who  was  walking  on  the  beach, 

found  it  out,   and  the  honest  fellow  ran  to  tell 

me  and  Florentia.    A  little  closer,  Sir  Thomas. 

[Thegjbnn  a  circle,  and  confer. 

UTOPIA. 

There,  I  suppose,  as  the  rogue  says  in  the 
play,  you  three  will  '''meet  to  talk  of  precious 
mischief."'  Upon  my  word!  what  a  pretty  trai- 
tors-knot the  conspirators  have  tied  themselves 
into  !  But  I  may  find  a  way  to  unravel  it,  and, 
at  worst,   cut  the  threads. 

LADY  A  IRCASTLE. 

Surely  I  heard  a  noise.  Good  heaven  !  here's 
Utopia  !  If  she  has  overheard  us,  we  are  caught 
in  the  toils,  indeed. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

[Aside,  to  Lady  Aircastle.]  Nothing  but  the 
description  of  a  place  has  yet  been  given  ;  she 
cannot  make  much  of  that. 

LADY    A  1R CASTLE. 

[Aside,  to  Sir  Thomas.]  See  what  triumph- 
ant malice  in  very  step. 

h  Z 
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UTOPIA. 

[Comes  solemnly  forward,  making  low  reve- 
rences.] In  the  character  of  my  brother's 
messenger  I  deliver  this  to  its  address;  [gives 
a  card  to  Sir  Thomas ;]  and,  in  the  character  of 
lynx,  I  inform  Rachel  Aircastle,  that,  when 
I  have  time  to  waste  on  trifles,  I  will  thank 
her  for  the  discovery  o\'  the  cave:  meantime, 
shall  place  one  of  lynx's  eyes  as  a  sentinel  on 
the  passage  which  the  officious  Mr.  Ned  has 
espied  and  reported,  doubtless  for  some  trea- 
sonable purpose.  But  I  sully  the  glorious 
cause  in  talking  so  long  to  the  foes  of  the  re- 
public. [Edit,  loftily. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Ridiculous,  mad-headed  woman  ! 

LADY   AIRCASTLE, 

Yet  more  to  be  dreaded  than  Sir  John  him- 
self, since,  with  the  wiles  of  the  serpent,  she 
unites  its  venom. 

SIR  THOMAS. 

We  have  but  to  watch  our  time;  and,  the 
more  I  think  on  my  scheme,  the  more  pro- 
mising it  appears.  For  the  present,  let  us  sec 
what  that  flaming  patriot  in  petticoats  has 
brought  us, 

LADY   AIRCASTLE, 

Xew  cause  of  offence,   I  fear. 
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sir  thomas  —  [reads.] 
"  Thomas  Steady, 
"  Though  none  were  wanting  to  a  man  not 
bent  on  ruin,  another  reason  occurs  for  your 
quitting  this  castle  with  all  convenient  speed. 
The  apartments  not  occupied  by  my  own  fa- 
mily, are  immediately  wanted  by  some  citizens 
of  Havre,  introduced  by  the  deputy  of  the 
section  :  the  enemies  of  the  republic  must,  of 
course,  give  way  to  its  friends  :  yet,  I  just  hear 
of  some  annoyances  these  very  friends  have 
met  with  from  the  Brigands  in  the  train  of  the 
said  tyrant,  Thomas.  I  will  venture  to  forbear 
aggravating  the  cause ;  but  I  will  not  answer 
for  the  effects  of  such  conduct  on  the  part  of 
English  rebels,  and  on  the  territory  of  the  re-* 
public, 

"    JOHN  AIRCASTLE." 

SIR   THOMAS. 

You  see,  Madam,  he  is  as  mad,  I  had  almost 
said,  as  wicked,  as  the  new  French  principles 
can  make  him  ;  but  even  this  shall  not  prevent 
me  from,  at  least,  an  attempt  to  save  him.  I 
will  appear  to  fall  in  with  his  ideas,  the  better 
to  convince  him  of  their  fallacy.  I  .have  been 
at  work  on  the  plan,  some  time,  in  my  mind  ; 
but,  since  it  is  dangerous  to  divulge  the  parti- 
culars, vou  must  confide  in  my  management, 
and  commit  yourself  to  mv  direction. 
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VALENTINE. 

1  will  answer  for  her  Ladyship;  and,  for 
myself,  will  repose  the  best  hope  of  saving  the 
sole-sustaining  treasure  of  my  heart,  with  the 
wisdom  of  the  best  of  fathers. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Then  your  first  aet  of  obedience  is  an  immediate 
and  separate  action  in  our  well-meant  drama. 
I  shall  only  observe,  generally,  en  passant, 
having  heard  from  a  correspondence  which 
had  the  hick  to  pass  undiscovered  between  Sta- 
tuquo  and  my  Spruce,  that  matters  were  going 
on  very  badly  with  Sir  John,  and  that  the  pa- 
triotic furor  was  conducting  him  to  disgrace 
and  ruin  at  home,  and  to  indigence  and  mi- 
sery, perhaps,  to  death,  abroad  ;  in  short,  that 
Ins  lands  were  mortgaged,  his  woods  (filled 
with  the  <rood  old  oak.  that  should  defend  not 
desert  his  country,)  were  threatened  with  a 
voyage  to  France  —  finding,  I  say,  all  these 
things  were  going  forward,  I  considered,  it' 
there  v.  as  any  po>w)!e  wav  left  to  prevent  it 

LAE  V   A  I  KCASTJ-L. 

Fa;';  I  lent  friend  ! 

s :  a  tiiomas. 

ijy  virtue  of  a  loan,  on  the  part  of  Sir  Row-, 
land.  )»;<•  grandfathi  r,  to  Sir  Gilbert  Dennison, 
your  hu-nandfs  a  vat  uncle,  there  is,  you  liiu-t 
know.  Madam— ion  perhaps,  you  are  yet  ignn- 
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rant  of  it- — an  outstanding  debt  of  fifty-four 
thousand  eight  hundred  pounds,  seemed  by 
bond  and  mortgage  on  the  Aircastle-estates, 

LADY   A  IRC  AST  LE. 

I  have  heard  as  much,  Sir. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

This  is  an  equal  property  betwixt  me  and  my 
brother  Charles,  now  in  England ;  and,  al- 
though he  is  the  last  man  in  his  Majesty's 
realm  to  encourage  the  infirmity  which  my 
poor  friend,  Sir  John,  indulges,  he  would  be 
the  last  man  also  in  that  realm,  to  do  an  un- 
kind or  unhandsome-  thing  by  Sir  John  Air- 
castle  or  his  family. 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

I  am  sure  of  it,   Sir  Thomas. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

I  have,  however,  so  settled  it  with  Charles, 
that  he  shall  appear  the  ostensible  actor  in  en- 
tering judgement  on  this  bond,   and 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Entering  judgement !  you  make  me  trem- 
ble. 

SIR    TIIOMA*. 

Yes,  Madam,  it  is  run  up  to  its  last  energies, 
by  virtue  of  which,  there  is  already  an  execu- 
tion in  Aircastle-Lodge  for  the  sum  above- 
mentioned,  and  also  for  the  arrears  of  the  in- 
terest. 


104  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Then,  indeed,  our  desolation  is  complete. 
This  from  you,  Sir  Thomas!  you,  \\hen  our 
families  have  been  united  by  ties  01  antient 
friendship,  and   the  good   faith  of,   puhaps,  a 

thousand  years ! 

VALENTIXE. 

Let  me  entreat  your  patience,  dear  Lady  Air- 
castle.  You  know  my  father's  disposition 
too  well  not  to  be  assured  some  friendly  mo- 
tive  

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

You,  Sir  Thomas,  who  were  about  to  em- 
brace in  my  poor  but  precious  girl  another 
child,  and 

SIR  THOMAS. 

I  saw  no  other  way  to  obviate  the  ruin  that 
seemed  ready  to  involve  your  whole  family. 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Is  ruin  to  be  obviated  by  accumulating  its 
weight?  When  we  were  inclosed  within  the 
dreadful  walls  of  this  bleeding  land,  was  it 
kind  to  shut  against  us  even  the  hope  of  reach- 
ing our  own  happier  country,  by  converting  its 
hospitable  port  into  a  prison,  even  if  we  could 
escape  from  this  which  now  holds  us? 

SIR    THOMAS. 

I  have  seemed  "  erne!,  only  to  be  kind,"'  my 
Lady.     I  have  caused  the  fountain  to  be  stop* 
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ped,  that  the  streams  should  not  any  longer  de- 
viate into  improper  channels;  and  I  have 
checked  the  heady  current,  that  poured,  in 
useless  bounty,  on  these  trembling  shores,  least 
the  already-exhausted  springs  should  be  intire- 
ly  dried  up.     Forgive  me,  if  I  have  erred. 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Erred  !  O,  generous,  generous  neighbour ! 
The  object  of  forgiveness  is  wholly  changed ; 
and  'tis  I  only  who  must  sue  for  pardon. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

And  'tis  I  who  grant  it,   with  all  my  soul. 

VALENTINE. 

Did  I  not  tell  you,  Madam,  my  father  would 
act  like  himself?  Fly,  then,  this  moment,  let  me 
conjure  you,  to  my  beloved  Florentia,  and  ex- 
plain to  her,  (since  I  am  still  under  interdict,) 
that,  from  my  father's  goodness  and  wisdom, 
there  is  still  hope,  even  French  folly  and  wick- 
edness cannot  quite  destroy  us:  or  rather,  let 
this  be  the  discoverv  that  graces  our  meetin«*. 

SIR  THOMAS. 

[Leads  out  Lady  Aircas tie.]  Should  you  see 
Spruce  or  Statuquo  in  your  way,  pray  send 
them  to  me,  [Edit, 


IC'G  HAIL  FELLOM*!     W'ELLMIT': 


scene  u. 

Scene  changes  to  the  long  Gallery  of  the  Castle  ; 
the  Doors  of  several  apartments  arc  seen; 
a  laud  knocking  at  one  of  them. 

NED. 

[From  uithin.j  Hallo — hallo  —  v  Iio's  there: 
Pray  let  me  out:  ["m  locked  up:  and  'tis  the 
hour  I  should  attend  'Squire  Valentine, 

flic  knocks  harder, 


Statu  q  co  unlocks  one  of  (fir  l)oor-<,  and  corner 
out  in  his  ISighl-Goxmu  (  ap.    Slippers,    &> 

limping. 

STATIC  CO. 

What  noise  is  that  ?     Mure   brother  and   s^ 
ter  assassins  !     Who's  there? 

XIIi. 

[If  ithin. ]  Tis  only  I.  Mr.  Steward;  — only 
tne  —  Ned  Duties  ! 

S  T  A  T  I  iji   O 

Xed  !    is  it   yon?      What.,    have  they   locked 

you   in.    too,     fellow-sufferer ;    well.     I'm    glad 

they  have' not   murdered  vou.      (low  do  von  feel 

vouimH '?  [Speaking  through  the  kei/-holc. 

x  i:  d. 

\slnsiccring  in  the  same  manner.]  Only  a 
hlaek  eve  or  so.      How  are  you? 
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STATU  QUO. 

[Looks  at  him  through   the   key-hole.]     Not 

yet  dead,    but  as  lame  as  Vulcan.     Cant  I  peep 

at  you  ? 

Enter  V  a  l  e  n  t  i  n  e  . 

VALENTINE. 

By  this  time,  my  poor  prisoner  —  Hey,  whom 
have  we  here?  —  By  the  dirty  ?right-gozcn,  and 
ugly  back,  I —  [Goes  on  tip- toe  and  slaps  him 
hard  on  the  back] — should  think  it  were  one 
of  the  French  brothers.  Hallo,  there,  what 
do  you  do  at  my  friend  Ned's  door? 

STATU  QUO. 

Friend  Ned  !  Friend  the  devil !     [Turns  round, 

VALENTINE. 

Is  it  you,  my  dear  Statuquo?- — A  thousand 
pardons.  Had  I  known  whom  it  was,  I  would 
have  as  soon  struck  my  own  back. 

STATUQUO. 

[Rubbing  himself.]  I  wish  you  had  known 
it,  then,  with  all  the  flesh  that's  left  upon  my 
bones.  You'll  beat  me  into  a  mummy,  amongst 
sou,  1  verily  believe.  What  betwixt  friends  and 
enemies,   I  am  like  to  be  in  a  line  pickle. 

[Hops  into  his  room  again. 

VALENTIN  E. 

[Unlocks  Ned's  door,  ra  ho  comes  out  ;  Valen- 
tine takes  him  by  the  hand.]  And  you,  my  poor 
good  fellow,    how  fares  it  \\  ith  you  now? 


10S  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

ned. 
Thank  your  Honour  kindly,   if  you  can  fur- 
nish me  with  half  a  yard  of    sticking-plaster, 
for  this  left  eye,   and  throw  me  into  a  washing- 
tub 

VALENTINE. 

cc  Xo  hones  broke,  but  sorely  peppered," hey, 
my  poor  Ned  ? 

[He  takes  out  a  pocket-book  and  applies  a 
patch  of  court -plaster  to  Ned's  eye. 

NED. 

As  to  that,  if  they  had  knocked  my  eye 
out.  instead  of  closing  it  up,  I  should  think 
nothing  of  it,  in  doing  my  duty  to  the  family 
and  your  Honour. 

[Statuquo  looks  out,  with  the  door  in  his 
hand. 

VALENTINE. 

[To  Ned.]  I  hope  it  will  yet  be  in  our  power 
to  reward  your  fidelity. 

NED. 

It  is  rewarded.  Sir,  thank  God  for  it  ;  it  is 
tzricc  rewarded.  [Strikes  his  breast,  and  looks 
upxrards."]  But,  what  can  that  dreadful  crash 
be  ? 

[A  violent  noise  is  heard ;  Spruce  scampers 
up  into  the  gallery ;  Statuquo  runs  into 
his  room,  and  locks  the  door. 
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Enter  Spruce. 

spruce. 
Sir;  Sir;  Mr.  Valentine ;  the  cursed  patriots, 
with  a  reinforcement,  and  a  great  mob  at  their 
heels,  with  some  of  the  national  guard  at  their 
head,  have  forced  open  the  gates  of  the  castle, 
and  to  the  tune  of  vive  le  nation,  vive  la  lot,  — 
(which,  by  the  by,  ought  to  be  changed  for 
live  Ie  diable,  rive  les  geiLV,) — -are  pouring 
into  the  house,  with  swords  behind,  and  ba- 
yonets before,  just  like  the  locusts  of  the  Nile, 
with  poison  in  their  mouths  and  a  sting  in  their 
tails.     Only  hear. 

MUNICIPAL  OFFICERS. 

[From  below.']  Enter,  enter;  never  mind 
these  English  scoundrels.  Take  the  rooms  you 
like  best ;  pick  and  choose.     Freedom  for  ever  ! 

STATU  QUO. 

[Opening  a  little  of  his  door,  whispering.] 
Eist !  From  this  gallery  we  can  see  and  hear 
all;  and,  from  this  room,  which  leads  by  a 
private  staircase  to  the  garden,  we  can,  in  case 
of  necessity,   effect  a  retreat. 

[Valentine  runs  down  stairs;  Spruce  JoU 
lows. 

NED. 

For  shame,   Mr.  Steward  !    have  you  not   a 
master  and  mistresses  to  take  care  of? 

[He  descends  in  haste. 


110  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

S  lWTUQl'O. 

[Alone.  The  door  still  in  his  hand.]  Yes: 
and  I  have  another  friend  under  my  protection, 
whom  I  shall  beg  leave  to  take  a  little  care  of* 
too.  I  love  my  master  and  mistress  as  well  as 
any  man  :  but,  if  I  am  shot  through  the  head, 
or  run  through  the  body,  by  any  of  these  fel- 
lows, 1  shall  give  but  a  bad  account  of  my 
stewardship,  I  fancy.  Besides,  I  am  an  in- 
valid.—  Ods  thunder!  what  arc  they  at  now'; 
[Listens  ;  his  nose  just  out  of  the  door. 

MOB. 

\Beloxc]  Huzza,  huzza;  which  is  the  cellar? 
Which  is  the  pantry?  Where's  the  steward? 
Where's  the  butler?  Arc  the  republicans  to 
die  of  hunger  and  thirst? 

STATU  QUO. 

A  lucky  thought.     The  keys  of  the  cellars  — 

st\  <•  all. 

Mi:  John's  Door  opens,  and  lit  comes  out  on 
Crutches,  supported  hcticeen  Ned  and  his 
Daughter. 

SIR  JOHN. 

"Load  me  to  the  ballustrades.  Never  heed 
pain  or  peril.  Though  1  lose  my  leg  —  my  life 
—  1  must  speak  to  them.  [Leans  over  the  gal- 
lery.] Friends  and  brothers,  vou  must  impute 
All  this  confusion  to  mv  confined  situation. 
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MOB. 

[Below.  ]     I  lea  r  him  —  hear  him  —  hear  him. 

SIR  JOHN. 

■  % 

No  thin  "•  but  the  cruel  impossibility  of  beins: 
amongst  you  could  have  occasioned  any  diffi- 
culty in  your  accommodation.  It  is  at  the  risk 
of  my  limbs  I  now  come  forward  to  address 
you ;  but,  my  sister  Utopia,  who  is  one  of  us> 
will  supply  my  place,  and 

MOB. 

[Below. ~\  Bravo  —  bravissimo  !  'Nous  sord- 
ines content e  !  Vive  les  amis  de  la  liberie  !  Vive 
John  Aircastle ! 

SIR  JOHN". 

Aye,  I  see  my  sister  Utopia  is  now  with  you. 

MOB. 

[Below. ~\  Huzza!  huzza!  Vive  Utopia!  Vive 
Utopia  ! 

SIR   JOHN. 

You  see,  my  brothers,  'twas  all  a  mistake. 
All  under  this  roof  are  my  friends  and  your's ; 
and,  though  the  fiends  that  are  now  gnawing 
away  my  great  toe,  and,  ugh!  ugh!  sticking 
their  fangs  into  my  knee,  force  rue  from  you,  I 
trust  I  shall,  in  a  few  hours,  meet  you  at  our 
little  anniversary  fete,  to  which,  with  open  arms, 
I  invite  you  a!!.. 

MOB. 

{Bdoztj.l     Enough,  enough  —  cela  sujfflt,  ce- 


11 Q  II A I  L  F  E  L  L  O  W  !  \V  E 1 .  L  M  E  T  ! 

fa  67f^//7.  Below  there  in  the  cellar !  do  not  stave 
any  more  of  the  beer-barrels — break  no  more 
of  the  wine-bottles  — drink  and  eat  fair,  but 
spill  none.  There's  a  fine  little  fellow— shake 
hands  with  the  steward —  be  friends  with  all-— 
bon  jour  mes  amis,  till  the  fete.  Our  friends 
are  well  lodged,  they  say,  and  that's  enough  — 
there's  an  end  on't.  Huzza  !  huzza !  Ca  ira, 
ga  ira,  ca  ira,  ca  ira,   §c.  &fc. 

[Exeunt  mob,  guards,  §c» 


SCENE     III. 

A  Court-yard 

Utopia  and  Statuquo. 

UTOPIA. 

I  have  now  some  hopes  of  you,  brother  Sta- 
tuquo: by  degrees,  the  universe  will  be  our 
friends  —  even  the  Steady  family  and  sister  Air- 
castle  shall  become  converts;  but  I  must  haste 
to  finish  my  preparations:  the  time  draws  nigh. 

{Exit. 

STATUQUO. 

[Solus."]  If  I  had  not  surrendered  the  keys, 
however,  which  I  did  merely  to  prevent  the 
consequences  of  breaking  doors  in  the  last  ex- 
tremity,  1  do  verily  believe  they  would  have 
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drenched  my  cellar,  and  bunged  me  up  in  one 
of  the  empty  casks  for  all  that;  and  my  poor 
dear  master  to  see  and  hear  all  this  havoc,  and 
encourage  it !  Now,  I  should  be  glad  to  ask 
myself]  since,  in  these  mad  times,  I  dare  not 
ask  any  body  else,  whether  ail  this  is  the  ma- 
jesty of  reason,  or  the  majesty  of  a  pack  of 
beggars,  out  of  their  places,  and  out  of  their 
senses?  But  now  let  me  see  what  the  dogs 
have  left  in  my  cellar,  and  what  can  be  saved  ! 
[Descends  into  the  cellar,  and  exclaims  from 
thence.]  Why,  what  in  the  name  of  reason  or 
madness,  have  we  here  ? 


Enter  Ned. 

NED. 

j  Goes  to  the  cellar-door.]  Shall  I  come  down 
and  help  you  to  put  things  to  rights,  Mr, 
Steward  ? 

STATU  QUO. 

[From  the  cellar.]  To  bury  the  dead,  you 
mean.  Why,  here  are  some  of  the  ci-devant 
servants  of  the  Aircastle  family,  half  a  score 
of  carmagnol  mobility,  three  of  the  municipal 
officers  of  the  town,  and  several  more  of  the 
republicans,  dead  or  dying,  drunk,  in  several 
parts  of  my  cellar ! 

VOL,   IT.  i 


114  HAIL   FELLOW!   WELL  MET  ! 

X  E  D. 

Indeed  !  Suppose,  then,  we  throw  the  dead 
into  the  castle-ditch,  and  put  the  others  out  of 

their  misery  ? 

STATU  QUO. 

[Still  in  the  cellar.}  Yes,  but  what  is  worse, 
I  am  in  danger  of  being  drowned  myself,  for 
I  am  wading  through  a  sea  of  the  best  Octo- 
ber, Bordeaux  wine,  Champagne  of  a  prime 
vintage,  and  Nantz  brandy.  Here's  liberty  ! 
here's  a  free  people  for  you  !  here's  a  wreck  of 
good  spirits  !  If  one's  relations,  Mr.  Ned,  if 
our  brothers  and  .sisters,  use  us  in  this  manner, 
what  the  devil  are  we  to  expect  from  others  ! 
O  my  poor  dear  tubs,  tuns,  casks,  and  bot- 
tles !  ! 

NED. 

Its  enough  to  crack  the  cords  of  an  honest 
British  heart,  to  think  on't:  [after  a  pause,]  and 
the  pantry  is  not  in  a  much  better  situation  : 
the  doors  are  left  open,  and  shew  a  picture 
above,  Mr.  Steward,  as  can  well  match  your"* 
below. 

STATL'QUO. 

Say  you  so :  Well,  they  can  devour  us  but 
once,  you  know;  and,  so  the  sooner  we  get 
down  rheir  damn'd  lung  meagre  throats  the 
better. 
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NED. 

Why,  the  sons  of  liberty  have  not  left  a 
mutton- chop  to  save  the  whole  castle  from  fa- 
mine: they  have  even  made  free  with  the 
civic  custards,  patriot  puddings,  and  republican 
pies,  which  were  reserved  for  the  fete;  they 
have  carried  all  o/f  and  are  gone  away,  loaded 
like  sumpter- waggons.  What  will  Madam 
Utopia  say  to  all  this,   Mr.  Steward  : 

STATU  QUO. 

[Comes  up  the  cellar-stairs,']  He,  he,  he. 
lie,  he  !  In  the  midst  of  the  ruins  of  all  our  best 
solids  and  fluids,  I  cannot  help  laughing,  lie, 
he,  he  !  to  think  of  the  distress  that  wicked 
widow  will  be  in  when  she  makes  a  discovery  of 
which,  my  sweet  little  black-eyed  Ned,  I  would 
wish  you  to  be  the  explainer,  while  I  convey 
the  sorrowful  tidings  to  Sir  John;  arid,  if  this 
does  not  turn  his  heart  against  a  set  of  fellows 
that  would  eat  and  drink  mankind  out  of  house, 
and  home,  he  must  be  mad  indeed  ! 

NED. 

I  begin  to  think,  Mr.  Steward,  they  kill 
people  chiefly  to  get  rid  of  their  appetites ; 
that  they  cut -oil'  the  heads  only  to  stop  up 
their  mouths;  and  that  if  the  aristocrats -s.  a* 
they  call  us,  could  contrive  to  live  without  eat- 
ing or  drinking,   we  should  be  sate  enough. 


116  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

S  TATUQUO. 

He,  lie,  he  !  a  pood  idea,  Ned,  a  very  good 
idea;  but  now  to  our  business.  As  to  the  gen- 
tlemen in  my  cellar,  we  may  as  well  leave  them 
to  themselves,  to  live  or  die.  For  my  part,  I 
could  find  it  in  my  heart  to  give  them  another 
bumper  or  two,  by  way  of  departing  glass, 
were  it  not  that  I  disdain  to  finish  what  a  French 
republican  has  began,  so  I  must  e'en  submit  to 
the  danger  of  their  recovery.  Till  we  meet 
again,  after  the  performance  of  our  separate 
errand,  adieu,  my  worthy  compeer !  [Edit  Ned.] 
Nov/  for  Sir  John;  but  first  to  get  myself  into 
a  decent  dress.  The  rascals  have  almost  redu- 
ced me  to  my  shirt  and  plush  breeches  already; 
after  all,  there  are  few  people  have  endured 
more  in  the  cause  of  freedom  than  myself.  I 
have  lost  my  wig  from  my  head,  and  had  my 
head  bruised  for  losing  it;  and,  if  I  don't  take 
great  care,  I  perceive  that  my  head,  bruised  as 
it  is,  v  ill  follow  my  wig!  Precious  liberty  I 
pretty  times  !  charming  freedom,  indeed  ! 

[Exit, 
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SCENE  IV. 

rThe  Baron   de  St.  Clair's  Apartment  in  the 

Castle;  a   National  Guard,  with  his  Sxtord 

drawn;     the    Baron    cleaning    a   Pair    of 

Shoes;    the   Baroness    darning   a  Pair  of 

Stockings, 

baron. 

[In  a  low  voice  to  the  Baroness.]  Heavens, 
how  have  we  been  compelled  to  treat  the  wor- 
thy dwellers  of  this  castle,  to  force  our  way  into 
it  like  house-breakers  I  But  it  could  not  be 
helped,  my  love;  we  had  no  alternative  but 
deceit  or  death ! 

BARONESS. 

I  know  it  well ;  we  must  seem  to  do  the  vilest 
offices,  and  cheerfully  to  impose  them  on  our- 
selves, else,  could  tins  abject  employment,  we 
both  submit  to  at  this  moment 

BARON, 

It  will  have  an  end,  my  dearest  wife,  T  see  it 
will;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  our  every  action 
is  watched ;  there  is  an  eye  on  our  every  lock, 
an  ear  on  our  every  word.  Could  we  but  escape 
to  happy,   happy  England  ! 

BARONESS. 

Hush,  my  love,  hush,  we  shall  be  discover- 
ed ;  Ave  have  taken  our  parti,  and  the  fraud  is 
pious,  whether  it  succeeds  or  no, 


11* 


HAIL   FELLOW  !    WELL  MET  ! 


G  I    A  R  D, 

[Comes forward.]  What  whispering  is  this? 
Do  you  forget  that  you  are  here  upon  your 
good  behaviour?  It"  I  see  any  more  laying  of 
heads  together,  I  shall  he  obliged,  by  my  of- 
fice, to  part  man  and  wife.  Come,  Mr.  Li- 
vable, make  haste  with  my  shoes,  and  do  you, 
Ma'am  Thingemby,  finish  my  stockings  :  you 
are  now  in  the  school  of  egaliiy,  better  here 
than  in  a  prison,  you  know.  But,  hey-day  ! 
what's  this  piece  of  line  riband  for,  that  hangs 
out  at  your  bosom,  Madam?  A  crucifix!  and 
gold  !  set  with  diamonds  !  Oho,  double  treason, 
hey!  Religion  and  vanity!  I  shall  re- 
port this. — -[Going;  returns.)  No,  now  I 
think  of  it,  I  will  put  it  in  my  pocket,  and 
conceal  or  discover  it,  as  vou  deserve. 


\  HON 


[Counterfeit hi ?.]  1  trust  you  will  discover, 
my  friend,  that  \vc  deserve  you  should  accept 
that  trifle  as  a  mark  of  our  eirism. 


Enter  ///cCiievai.if.r  de  St.  Claik,  with  a 
Joint  oj   Meat  Iran  the  Bute/tcr's,   aud}>l.\- 

DEMOISLLJE      |;L    St.    ClAIU     Xi'ltll    U    IhlsLcl 

of   i  egeiabU  \. 

g  r  \  i;  0. 

*  hat' .  :\  nr."p(  r  sight  --  that's  true  egality. 
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BARON. 

That's  right,  my  children,  nothing  is  beneath 
a  true  republican :  such  offices  employed  the 
patriots  of  old. 

CHEVALIER. 

Did  they,  Sir? 

BARONESS. 

Yes,  my  dear;  and  you,  too,  my  Laura,  bc^ 
lieve  me,  that  basket  on  your  head  is  more 
truly  graceful  than  the  plumes  of  the  ostrich 
or  the  bird  of  Paradise. 

MADEMOISELLE   DE   ST.   CLAIR. 

I  dare  say,  Mamma,  'tis  very  becoming ;  'tis 
not  so  light,  indeed. 

GUARD. 

Tis  not  good  for  girls  to  be  light-headed, 
Miss;   but  litre's  company  coming. 

Sir  John  is  brought  in,  and  is  followed  by 
Lady  Aircastle,  Sir  Thomas  Steady, 
Utopia,  Valentine,  and  Spruce. 

SIR   JOHN- 

[To  the  Baron.]  I  am  brought  here,  Sir,  to 
aprlogizc,  in  person,  for  the  insult  you  met 
with  in  my  house,  and  to  promise  better  be- 
haviour, in  the  name  of  all  my  friends.  And, 
as  for  you,  Sir  Thomas,  your  dawning  patriot- 
ism reconcile..-,  us  for  ever,  and  our  families  are 


iCO 


HAIL   FELLOW!    WELL   ME1 


V     ' 


again  inalienable,    indivisible,  even  as  our  re- 
Sir  Thomas  bores,  and  tlteu  shake  lianas. 


pubii 


Enter  Louise,  crying,  and  Frederic. 

LOUISE. 

Papa,   my  brother  Frederic   has  let  out  my 
sweet  eanary.   and  broke  the  cage. 
si  k  j on  :•;. 

That  now  is  a  spirited  stroke  of  early  repub- 
licanism. 

UTOPIA. 

My  life  for  it,  that  boy  will  turn  out  a  patriot 
of  the  premiere  or  are  — of  the  first  order. 

BAROX. 

{J  side.']  Though  I  could  horse- whip  him 
with  all  my  heart,  I  must  seem  to  approve,  and 
to  embrace  him.  —  Xo  prisons.,  my  boy  —  no 
cages  ! 

UTOPIA. 

That's  right,  tear  them  down,  young  gentle- 
man,  wherever  you  find  them. 

FREDERIC. 

Huzza  !  liberty  for  ever ! 
sir  j on  v. 

Brother  Thomas,  this  is  enough  to  establish 
you  in  our  svstem  more  firmly  than  ever.  A 
sight  like  this,  in  such  children,  is  enough  to 
move  anv  man. 
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SIR  THOM  VS. 

It  moveth  me  extremely,  I  do  assure  you, 
brother  Jolin. 

SIR   JOHN. 

What  may  such  a  boy  come  to,  in  time  ! 

SIR  THOMAS. 

[Jside.]  The  gallows,  I  should  think,  if  he 
was  in  my  country. —  [Aloud.]  I  have  not  a 
doubt  that  he  will  make  an  illustrious  figure  in 
the  French  republic. 

Enter  Julie  St.  Clair,  running, 

JULIE. 

Louise,  Louise,  love,  —  see,  see,  I  have  been 
hunting  all  over  the  garden  for  your  poor 
little  fellow,  (canary,)  and  at  last  found  him 
nestled  in  a  honey- suckle,  all  over  covered 
with  leaves  and  flowers  ;  only  smell,  he's  as 
sweet  as  the  woodbine  itself.     There  — 

[Gives  the  bird  to  Louise. 

LOUISE. 

I  know  where  I'll  put  him  till  I  have  scolded 
and  loved  him  a  little. 

[Louise  is  going  to  place  the  bird  in  her  bo- 
som ;  Frederic  snatches  it  out  of  her  hand. 

FREDERIC 

What,  love  to  be  a  slave,  after  I  have  given 
you  freedom,  you  poor  mean-spirited  aristocrats 
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canary  ! —  III  guillotine  you   for  it,    however, 
even  it"  I  was  to  lose  my  own  head  for  you. 

[IVrings  its  head  off. 

UTOPIA. 

I  must  hug-  this  noble  hero  in  the  bud.    and 
hold  him  to  my  heart. 

SIR    JOHN. 

And  so  must  I,   too;    there's  my   brave 
fellow  !      [Aside.]   A  hard-hearted  young  dog, 
for  all  that. 

SIR    THOMAS. 

[Aside.]   Udd :  if  that  was  trn  son— I'd  . 

it  him  ! Why.  young  Sir.  \  ou  are  a  tip-top 

patriot,    already. 

FREDERIC. 

I  would  make  every  tiling-  in  the  whole  world 
free.  Sir.  This  is  nothing  to  what  1  have  done  : 
is  it  father  ? 

BARON* 

[Sighing.]    No,   indeed,    my   son.    von  h;ivc: 
done  wonders.  [Concealing  hid  tears. 

Gl  AT.  n. 

And  do  you  weep  and  sigh  for  that,    Sir? 

n  a  r  o  •; . 
[Recovering  himself.]    Are  there  not.  sighs  of 
transports,    and  tears  of  joy  r 

EARO  N  LSS. 

I  have  the  head-aeh  so  cruelly,  I  must  re- 
tire a  little  and  bat  lie  my  temples. 

r She  envt  ■  ■  '\  ;    face,  and  relt  n  s. 
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LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

As  you  are  a  stranger  to  the  house,  permit  me 
to  attend  you,  Madam.    \ Retires  much  affected, 

UTOPIA. 

So,  this  is  but  a  trifle  to  your  former  patriot 
aspirings,  my  noble  youth? 

FREDERIC. 

A  bagatelle.  People  told  me  all  was  to  be 
alike,  so  I  cut  off  the  lee's  01  our  great  long 
greyhound,  S\vift,  for  having  the  impudence  to 
run  fasrei  than  oi;r  poor  old  turnspit,  Slow,  — he, 
he,  he  !  —  and  so  I  brought  them  to  measure 
legs  to  a  hair's- breadth,  —  ha,   ha,  ha! 

SIR   THOMAS. 

From  tin  nee  you  might  have  sallied  into 
your  father's  stable  and  cut.  off  the  head  of  his 
hunter,  for  going'  taster  than  his  coach-horses. 
But,  then  again,  you  ought,  on  the  same  prin- 
ciple, you  know,  to  have  denounced  the  coach- 
horses,   for  not  keeping  pace  with  the  hunter. 

GUARD. 

Are  you  serious,  or  are  you  bantering,  Mr. 
Englishman  ? 

FREDERIC. 

Yes,  I  fancy  he  means  to  laugh  at  me,  now; 
but  never  mind  that.      Liberty  for  ever,  I  say. 

U  TOP  I  A. 

So  say  I;  and  now,  once  more,  let  me  invite 
you  to  our  little  festival,   in  honour  of  the  day 
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that  finishes  the  first  happy  year  of  the  con- 
fraternity of  my  family.  The  company  are  al- 
ready beginning  to  assemble.  We  keep  it  in 
the  great  garden,  where,  for  these  two  days 
past,  I  have  been  occupied  in  preparations. 
Come,  then,  my  friend. 

Enter,  as  dhe  is  going,  Statuquo  and  V 
she  stons. 

STATl'QCO. 

It  grieve th  my  spirit  to  be  th<  messenger  of 
evil  news  to  your  honours  ;  but  your  worthy 
equals,  who  have  had  the  freedom  of  your 
cellar,  this  morning,  prevent  me  the  pleasure 
of  putting  any  thing  but  a  little  sour  small  beer 
and  white  wine  vinegar  on  the  tables,  to  cele- 
brate this  never-to-be-forgotten  anniversary, 

SIR   JOHX. 

How  so,    Sir? 

STATU  Ql'O. 

Because1  they  have  made  free  with  some  of 
your  Honour's  liquors,  and  let  out  the  rest. 

Eiiter  Ned. 

X  M). 

T  am  sorry  to  inform  Madam  Ctopia  that  her 
carmagnol  re  ations  have  taken  such  liberties  in 
all  the  safes,  pantries,  and  cupboards,  of  the 
Castle,    that   I  see   nothing  remaining    for  the 
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solemnization  of  this  important  day,    but  the 
half-eaten  drum-sticks  of  one  miserable  turkey, 

the 

Enter  Spruce. 

s  truce. 
Scull  and  jaw-bones  of  a  guillotined    calf, 
and  a  few  pigs  petti-toes,  which  would  hardly 
serve  as  a  luncheon  for  Ned's  tabby  cat, 

UTOPIA, 

How  !  all  eaten  ! 

SIR  JOHN. 

All  drank  ! 

UTOPIA, 

The  pantry  ! 

SIR  JOHN. 

The  cellar  !  Pestilence  and  famine !  What 
is  to  be  done,   sister  ? 

[Sir  John  and  Utopia  look  abashed  at  each 
other. 

STATU  QUO. 

lie,  he,  he  !  though  the  incident  be  tragic, 
there  is  somethino-  comic  in  the  situation, 

o 

SIR  JOHN. 

[To  Utopia.]  That  fellow's  laugh  is  worse 
than  the  loss  of  my  wine :  would  the  bottles 
were  down  his  malicious  throat ! 

UTOPIA. 

[To  Sir  John.]  And  the  bones  of  the  calf's 
head,  drum-stick  of  the  turkey,  and  all, 
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SIR     THOMAS. 

[To  Valentine.]  I  have  a  thought,  Val.  Let 
us  humour   them.     Take  the  cue  from  me, 

[R   JUH.V. 

[To  Utopia. j  And  flu  stvadys,  too,  father 
and  son,  enjoy  our  embarrassment,  We  must 
foil  them. 

SIR    THOMAS. 

Well;  suppose  the  honest  republicans  have 
regaled  themselves,  was  it  not  a  moment  of 
joy,  of  triumph,  of  reconciliation.  The  loss 
is  not  irreparable  ;  there  are  wine-merchant? 
and  butchers  in  the  town,  and  our  purses  are 
not  yet  empty. 

SIR  JOHN. 

Very  true.     Apropos,   here  comes  the  cook. 
Enter  the  Cook,    tipsy. 

SIR  JOHN. 

My  brother  Cook,  we  are  in  distress,  and 
must  have  your  assistance. 

C  OOK. 

[Slapping  Sir  John  on  the  bad:.]  Hickup  — 
Brother  Jaekey,  what's  to  be  done?  —  Hickup. 

STATU  QLO. 

I    fancy  it   mav    be,    in   rh»s  your   Honour's 
equal,    to  give  you  back  a   h  w  bottles  or'  y.  . 
good  spirits,     The}   seem  to  be  <:/uc.:;i>ig  at  the 
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top  of  that   long    buttle,    his   throat,   already; 
he,  he,   he! 

COOK. 

Hickup — Liberty — hickup — freedom  for  ever. 

S  1  il  J  O  M  N  . 

My  good  fellow,    all  the  chink  is  gone! 

COOK. 

I  —  I  —  know  it  —  hickup  —  I  have  had 
drink  enough ;  so  have  my  friends  below. 
We  have  all  —  hickup  —  drank  like  fishes,  but 
are  as  hungry  as  wolves;  and  I  want  to  know, 
in  the  name  of  half  a  score  of  us,  what  the 
plague  you  have  done  with  the  victuals. 

SIR  JOHN. 

There  Ilea  the  misfortune:  that  is  all  o;one, 
too  i 

C  0  0  K . 

What  unconscionable— hickup  —what  con — 
con—  con— consi  mable  throats  vou  must  have 
is  this  treating  us  like  brothers? 

Enter    Will    Footman.   Scullion,   and  the 
Rest  oj  the  ci-devant  Servants,  half  drunk. 

COOK. 

Here':  usac;e,  brothers :  while  we  were  all  ta- 
king a  peaceable  nap.  below  stair's  in  the  cellar, 
these  cormorants  have  been  in  the  pantry  and 
ate  all  before  them,  —  though,  you  know. — 
hickup,  — I   have  dressed  as  much,     for  this 
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feast  we  were  to  have,  as  would  furnish  out  the 
shambles  of  Leadenhall-Market.  I'll  dress  no 
more,  however. 

A  LL. 

Bravo  —  bravo!  we're  all  alike  in  that  opi- 
nion,-— hickup, — we'll  not  suffer  another  spit  to 
turn,  nor  pot  to  boil. 

W  I  L  L. 

Yes,  but  we  will,  and  I'll  tell  you  how  it 
shall — hickup — be  done. —  List,  brother:-;. 

ALL. 

[They get  all  together,  a////e  Will  talks  to  them 
aside.]     Huzza,  nem.  con. —  Bravo. 

STATU  QIC-. 

[Aside.]  Drunk,  or  sober,  that  Will's  a 
rogue :  he's  broaching  some  new  mischief,  I 
warrant  him. 

ST  11   THOMAS. 

[Aside,  to  Valentine.]  If  we  don't  take  care, 
that  fellow  will  anticipate  us.  [Aloud.]  I 
must  own,  our  merry  brothers  there,  have  reason 
on  their  side.  It  is  but  fair,  that,  as  one  good 
dinner  of  their  dressing  is  walked  of*  we  should 
provide  them  another,  and  stand  cooks  ourselves. 

Ml  LL. 

Excellentissjmo  !  The  very  thing  we  were 
upon:  give  us  your  hand,  old  Tom.  A  noble 
proposition,  indeed.  —  [Aside]  I  have  been 
deceived  in  this  man. 
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SIR   JOHN. 

Now,  I  sec  he  is  in  earnest. 

NED. 

[Aside,  to  Spruce,  j  I'll  take  care  their  honours 
shall  have  as  little  to  do  as  possible  in  ehis  dirty 

business, 

spare  e. 
And  I'll  lend  a  hand  too. 

[E.rit  Ned  and  Spruce. 

S  !"  Fl   THOMAS. 

Without  loss  of  time,  let  us  about  it.  For  my 
part,  I  will  make  my  pastry  and  dress  my  mut- 
ton-chop with  any  man.  I  have  not  been  so 
long  a  resident  in  this  free  country,  without 
knowing-  something  of  cookery,  either,  as  you 
hhal]  see.  Son  Valentine,  I  expect  yoj  will 
follow  my  example. 

BARON. 

I  shall  not  remain  inactive,  Sir.  I  have  a 
contribution  leg  of  mutton,  at  the  public  service. 
[Aside.]    This  is  very  strange. 

i  TO PI A. 

| 'Curtsies.]     Thanks. 

SIR   JOHN. 

[To  Sir  Thomas.]     Alas!    in  my  captivity,   I 

can  only  acknowledge  you  again  as  ir.v  friend, 
and  depute  you  my  worthy  representative,  in 
conducting,  jointly  with  mv  sister,  the  ho. 
of  the  day, 

VOL.    II, 


'6'  J 
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SIR    THOMAS. 

Allow*  done.  There  are  still  egg-s,  bacon,  &c.  I 
suppose,  there  is,  likewise,  the  K,x-33aron\s  repub- 
lican joint.  The  kitchen's  then  the  word,  and  we 
will  leave  our  worthy  friends  here,  in  possession 
of  the  parlour;  all  alike,  all  equal.  —  Liberty 
for  ever  ! 

si  R   JOHN*. 
Now,    all  is  as  it  should  be.  — My  friend  Va- 
lentine,   I  wish  you  would  see    after    the  ladies, 
\ Exeunt     Sir    Thomas,     Valentine,    Baron, 
and  Utopia. 

STATU  QUO. 

[To  Sir  John.]  And  alter  I  have  conducted 
your  Honour  to  your  apartment,  I  will  see  if  I 
cannot  find,  in  a  snug'  coiner,  a  little  Corps  de 
reserve  of  wines  or  liqueurs,  [aside,  j  which  I 
could  find  in  mv  heart  to  mix  with  ratsbane  and 
arsenic,  could  1  be  sure  it  would  cure  you  all  of 
patriotism,  without  making  my  head  subject  to 
a  hiking  sickness,  —  that  is  incurable. 

[Exit,   leading  off ^w  John. 

I   f  RST    S  KR  V  A  \  T. 

Fla,  ha,  ha.  ha!  we  have  levelled  them  at 
Inst,  however;  like  master,  like  man,  now.  in- 
deed. 

w  i  r  t  . 

No,  we  are  not  quite  right  yet;  I  have  a  lit- 
tle improvement  to  make  in  the  plan. 
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ALL, 

Hear  him  —  Hear  Will. 

WILL. 

Thing's  cannot  be  complete  till  the  gentlemen 
of  the  kitchen  are  dressed  in  character. 

COOK, 

What  do  you  mean? 

WILL, 

Why  we  will  all  into  the  kitchen  and  put  our 
ci-devant  masters  into  our  clothes.  Old  Stead  v, 
for  instance,  in  your  cook's  apron  and  cap; 
his  son  Valentine  in  my  livery  ;  the  Ex-Baron 
in  young  Shark,  the  fish-woman's  son's  fishing- 
jacket;  and  so  on.  If  they  stand  this,  they  are 
good  patriots;  if  not,  it  will  he  a  punishment  for 
their  aristocracy. 

DICK  COACHMAN. 

But,  hang  it,  won't  this  be  rather  hard  upon 
them;  they  have  been  good  masters  to  us,  sure  ; 
and  although  all  men,  for  aught  I  know,  may 
be  alike,  as  you  say,  yet  — 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

So,  so,  Mr.  Deserter  !  You  went  over  to  the 
aristocratcs,  you  know  —  we  shall  take  your 
opinion,  to  be  sure  —  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

W  ILL. 

Take  care  what  you  are  about,  Mr.  Dick, 
that's  all ;  'tis  but  a  word  and  a  blow,  in  this 
country,  you  know. 
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COOK. 

And,  as  the  proverb  says —  "some  times  the 
blow  comes  first"'  —  so  beware. 

DICK. 

I'm  in  a  fine  land  of  liberty,  though,  if  I  may 
not  speak  my  mind. 

will. 

But  3*ouare  not  to  speak  treason;  so,  remem- 
ber, for  this  time,  your  hand,  and  away. 
XAll  °'oi>?o\~}  But  halt  a  little  :  on  this  «reat 
day  there  should  be  rexcards  as  well  as  punish- 
ments ■ —  I  move,  that  after  we  have  settled  the 
ci- decants  in  our  work-a-day  dresses,  that  we, 
who  are  to  be  waited  upon,  array  ourselves  in 
their  holiday  finery. 

ALL, 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

WILL. 

Old  Johnny  Hobble  has  a  noble  wardrobe, 
and  used  to  be  as  gay  as  a  butterfly ;  my  Lady 
has  pretty  pickings  for  trimming ;  and  Flo- 
rentia  has  a  special  suit  for  a  little  repub- 
lican brunette.  I  have  taken  into  population, 
by  way  of  recruiting  party,  for  the  partriot 
army  ;  and  the  Steadys,  depend  on  it,  are  not 
without  something  worthv  the  pillage  of  a  true 
patriot, 

DICK. 

Damn  it,    this  will  be   too  cruel;   it  will    be 
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downright  robbery —  Sir  Thomas  is  my  master's 
friend. 

WILL. 

Again  ;  why  Dick,  you  are  turned  quite  a 
rebel;  a"nt  every  thing  here  in  common,  man? 
Have  not  I  as  much  right  to  a  fine  dress,  a  fine 
dinner,  a  fine  horse,  a  fine  house,  as  another? 
If  my  neighbour  has  two  coats  better  than  mine, 
does  not  one  belong  to  me?  If  his  money  paid 
for  it,  what  right  has  he  to  more  money  than  I? 
If  we  are  equal,  I  am  to  be  as  well  dressed,  as 
well  fed,  as  well  lodged,  as  he  ;  and  if  I  have 
none  of  these  good  things  in  my  house,  why,  as 
a  patriot,  I  have  all  the  reason  in  the  world  to 
go  to  my  neighbour  and  help  myself 

DICK. 

Have  you?  —  so  they  say;  but  it  seems  a 
little  odd  too :  for  if,  par  example,  I  was  to  gain 
a  good  living  by  my  labour,  and  get  a  few  com- 
fortables about  me  more  than  you,  who,  though 
you  were  my  neighbour,  perhaps,  may  be  a  lazy, 
good-for-nothing  fellow,  it  seems  hard  that 
you  should  come  and  make  free  with  what  I 
got  honestly. 

WILL. 

We  are  never,  you  simpleton,  to  trouble  our 
heads  hoxv  you  got  those  good  things  —  you 
have  got  them,  and  I  want  them  ;  ergo,  they 
are  as  much  mine  as  yours. 
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D  I  C  K. 

Indeed ! 

W  ILL. 

Yes;  how  the  plague  else  can  you  be  my 
brother,  or  I  equal  to  you?  besides,  'tis  ehietly 
the  rich,  that  we,  cure  poor  fellows,  are  to  bring 
down.  Don't  you  know  enough  of  the  Scrip- 
ture, yon  silly  fellow,  (I  beg  pardon  of  the 
company  for  mentioning  such  old  stories,)  as 
to  remember,  that  it  is  as  difficult  lor  a  rich  man 
to  enter  into  the  kingdom  ol  heaven  (even  sup- 
posing there  was  such  a  place,  which  the  Nation- 
al Convention  have  found  out  there  is  not)  as 
for  a  camel  to  pass  through  the  eye  of  a  needle. 

1)1  C  K. 

So,  to  punish  them  for  the  crimcof  being  rmh, 
Ave  poor  fellows  must  rob  them  or  their  lives  and 
properties;  and,  to  take  vengeance  on  them, 
turn  rogues  ourselves.  Queer  doctrine  that,  for 
an  honest  man  to  stomach;  for  my  part,  I 
don't  like  thieving  any  more  than  blasphemy  ; 
and  — 

A  LL. 

An  aristoerare !  an  aristocratc!  —  seize  him, 
out  with  him,  report  him. 

AVI  I  L. 

Xo.no.  leave  him  to  starve  on  his  morality; 
wc  have  oilier  game  in  view  at  present  :  come. 
come,  strip's  the  word:  farewel,  master  Richard. 
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If  you  continue  long'  in  this  way  of  thinking,  I 
would  advise  your  head  to  say  a  few  parting; 
words  to  your  shoulders. 

ALL. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  liberty  for  ever!    No  masters,  no 
riches,  no  religion,  no  king  ! 

[Exeunt,  all  but  Dick. 

DICK. 

Xo  God,  no   devil,  —  I  wonder  you  did  not 
finish  according  to   your  new  belief,  or  rather 
your  new  dis-belief — lieigho! — I  can't  think 
how  von  got  me  amongst  you.      Since  I  became 
of  your  party,    1  know  I  am  a  great  deal  wick- 
eder, but  I  don't  feci  that  I  am  half  so  happy. — 
Tis    a   swearing,  lying,    triekin«_v.    and  stealing 
plan,  alter  all  :  and.  as  to  liberty,  and  freedom, 
and  a  pack    of  such   stuff,   they  can   never,    I 
find,  persuade  me,   that   a  good  master  is  not  a 
good  tiling,  both  for  man  and  beast.    Would  any 
of  my  horses  tell  me,  if  they  could  speak,  that,  be- 
ing well  fed.  and  rubbed  down,  and  kindlvpatted, 
and  made  to  look  as  fat  as  butter,  and  reel  soft  as 
silk,  with  gentle  exercise,  under  the  care  of  such 
a  master  as  Sir  John  ;  would  they  tell  me  they  arc 
not  happier  than  if  they  were  to  run  wild  in  the 
woods,    like  BufVabelfs  colts,    with  their  rough 
coats,   and   matted  manes?  —  I.   hate  a  tyrant, 
and  would   help    to  down   with  him  as   soon  as 
anv  man  :  but  I  find,  in  this  new  fancied  coua- 


13d  HAIL  FE L  L O  W  !    W ELL  M £ T  ! 

try,  Jack  the  giant  killer  is  a  greater  monster 
than  the  giant. — I  say,  patriots  indeed  ! — Now  I 
find,  it  means  doing  as  I  should  not  choose  to 
he  done  bv  ;  breaking  all  the  ten  command- 
incuts,  and  then  talking  about  virtue,  and  good- 
ness, and  brotherly  love. — Damn  it.  1*11  even  go 
back  to  the  old  cause,  repent  of' the  sins  I  have 
committed  since  I  turned  republican,  as  they  call 
it,  and,  if  my  poor  master  persists  in  being 
imposed  on,  will  work  my  v,  ay  over  to  my  own 
country,  and  bid  adieu  to  this  land  of  knaves; 
aye,  and  of  slaves  too,  for  they  never  had  so 
many  tyrants  before.  [Exit  Dick. 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Apartment  in  the  Castle. 

EnterY a  lextixe,  leading  in  M  rss  Ai  hqa  >t  ll, 
felhneed  by  Lady  Aircastll  and  the  Ba- 
roxess,  who  co/ifcr  apart. 

VALENTINE. 

[To  Miss  Aircastle.]  Take  not  away  tins 
dear  hand,  my  Florentia,  1  imp  "ore  you  ;  it  is 
by  Sir  John's  permission,  it  is  even  at  his  desire, 
I  come  to  seek  and  lead  you  to  him. 

M  ISS  A  I  RCASTLE. 

Indeed! 

V  A  LEXTIXE, 

On  inv  honour  it  is  — 
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MISS  A  IRC  AST  I.E. 

Then  I  break  no  promise  in  giving  to  yon,  with 
my  hand,  the  warmest  effusions  of  a  tender  and 
faithful  heart  :  nor  will  you,  who  know  the 
sanctity  in  which  I  hold  my  duty,  even  to  a 
deluded  parent,  deem  an  apology  necessary  for 
the  pangs  which  that  duty  imposed  on  you,  and 
on  myself. 

VALENTINE. 

O,  no, — I  forget,  in  this  moment  of  happiness 
restored,  that  you  have  ever  made  me  wretched. 
But  you  must  no  longer  remain  in  ignorance  of 
my  father's  project —  (which  Heaven  prosper) 
to  bless  us  all.  While  the  dangerous  part  of  our 
family  are  employed  in  the  kitchen,  giving 
orders  (according  to  Sir  Thomas's  plan)  in  the 
ludicrous  way  I  just  now  told  you,  this  is  the 
auspicious  moment  to  unfold  it. 

\They  go  to  the  upper  part  of  the  stage,  and 
converse.  —  Lady  Aircastle  and  the  Ba- 
roness advance. 

LADY    A  I  HC  AST  LE. 

You  astonish  me,  Madam. — Can  it  be  possible, 
that  your  family,  like  mine,  are  the  victims  of  a 
system  that  is  hateful  to  you,  and  that  you  are 
acting  under  the  influence  of  dire  necessity. 

BARONESS. 

Your  Ladyship  need  not  be  told  the  tremendous 
decree  that  has  passed  against  all  that  have  fled,  as 
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well  as  nil  tii.it  remain  in  France,  of  honour. 
virtue,  or  distinction.  To  have  once  been  good 
or  illu't  ions,  affluent  or  h-'opv,  have  lo: ';r  been 
rl  tci  i;i .:."<!  crimes,  worthv  af  novertv,  n  iserv, 
and  d ■'•.:':.  In  tins  prescribed  state,  tlie  dig- 
nity, .and  suffer  me  to  sav.)  the  virte.es  of'  a 
noble  i.  Live,  once  our  pride,  no  I<  •>  than  the 
props  ty  of  all  who  surrounded  us,  l)ecanie 
object  >;  I"  suspicion;  and  though,  to  -ave  our  1I\'(  s, 
my  husband  thought  it  an  act  of  wisdom  <  [still 
hone  it  may  prove  such  to  make  a  voluntary 
offering;  of  the  greatest  part  of  our  property, 
vac  were   still   maikcd  4>   ol  jects  of  sus- 

v.'k  ion  ;  and  even,  in  tins  rctr.  at.  a  minion  of  the 
(  onvenrion,  who,  I  am  told,  now  lies  drenc  iied 
in  Sir  John's  wine,  watcher  our  steps. 

I.ADV    AIR'   AsT  L  K. 

Twenty  such,  m  ddtcrcnt  shapes,  hover  about, 
this  miserable  castle. 

n.\  H  o  v  i'.ss. 
AVith  what  mines  have  we  bought  the  for- 
arance  ot  some  of  these  hireiin;;^  !  Pardon 
me.  [conjure  voti.  Madam,  oa  my  knees,  in  t lie 
name  of  mv  unhanpv  children,  in  the  name  of 
the  b<  -<  i .'f  husbands  and  of  father-.  —  1  im- 
plore you  to  forgive  the  xcitin;^  violence  with 
whu'li  we  have,  invaded  vour  habitation.  Driven 
from  our  own  abode,  in  this  nei^hbouihood. 
iiiul  our  oner  peac  .  fid  d\\  ;_Ihng.  lite  rail)'  turned. 
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in  common  with  a  thousand  yet  more  holy 
places,  into  a  den  of  thieves,  we  had  no  im- 
mediate shelter,  and  had  thoughts  of  escaping 
to  your  blessed  country;  but  Suspicion  had  an 
eye  on  us,  whispers  of  arrestion  reached  our 
ears — a  brother  of  my  husband,  too,  having 
emigrated,  rendered  us  more  guarded,  and  we 
dared  not  risk  a  flight. 

LADY  AIR  CASTLE. 

\Raising  her.]  I  can  hear  no  more  in  that 
posture;  though  powerless  as  yourself,  be  assured 
of  my  esteem  and  pity. 

BARONESS. 

We  looked  forward  to  future  opportunity,  — ■ 
meantime,  nothing  remained  but  to  cover  our 
purpose  with  specious  appearances  of  repub- 
lican folly,  and  seem  at  least  thorough  converts 
to  a  cause  most  abhorrent  to  our  souls. — 
Forgive  us,  blessed  Redeemer,  forgive  us,  Al- 
mighty Father,  [she  kneels,]  if,  in  these  assu- 
ming^, we  have  polluted  the  majesty  of  thy 
name  and  the  sanctity  of  thy  nature,  and  been 
forced  into  a  "  shezv  of  ungodliness,""  in  common 
with  millions  of  others,  thy  true  believers,  still 
in  the  prison-house  of  this  bleeding  kingdom, 
who  pant  like  us  for  an  escape  from  those  who 
hold  thee  in  derision!  [Rises.]  Trust  me, 
Madam,  the  ardour  of  prayer  has  not  lifted  my 
language    beyond   the  words    of  simple  truth. 
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Millions,  be  assured,  there  are,  who,  at  this 
moment,  are  driven  into  the  mockery  of  speak- 
ing, and  even  fighting',  in  defence  of  what  is 
only  less  bitter  than  death:  and  which,  but  for 
the  ties  that  bind  us  to  life  (our  children)  would 
be  more  supportable ! 

LADY   A  I  RCASTLJ  . 

Alas!  I  can  well  believe  it:  And,  is  it  possible 
that  my  husband,  with  a  heart  once  the  throne 
of  every  charity  which  adorns  humanity,  and  of 
every  aspivati  n  that  ascends  to  God. — honoured 
by  the  rich,  adored  by  the  poor,  one  of  the 
upright  dispensers  of  the  mild  laws  of  his  coun- 
try--laws  which  Freedom  herself  might  be 
proud  to  obey, — should,  by  a  few  months  con- 
tagion and  commerce  in  this  region  of  captivity y 
be  fascinated  by  such  contemptible;  such  im- 
pious— 

BARONESS. 

Ah,  my  Lad}-  !  —  Fanaticism  can  change  our 
very  nature,  audi  invert  all  its  properties;  turn 
the  lamb  into  a  tiger,  the  dove  to  a  vulture, 
hrid,  I  fear  — 

LADY   A  I  P  CASTLE. 

I  have  still  some  hopes,  Madam,  and  you  shall 
both  know  and,  if  fortunate,  partake  their  ef- 
fects. 

baroness. 

Before  you  grant  me  such  an  honour,   let  me 
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entreat  you  will  become  the  depositary  of  the 
few  fragments  we  have  been  able  to  save  from 
the  general  wreck  of  oar  fortune.  They  lay, 
alas!  in  a  narrow  compass,  and  will  be  found 
in  this  casket :  they  will  serve  as  a  mark,  that 
your  confidence  will  not  be  thrown  away  upon 
pretenders — that  we  are  not  to  be  ranked  amongst 
the  common  plunderers,  calling  themselves  pa- 
triots ;  and,  as  your  family  stands  in  a  less  ex- 
posed predicament  than  our*s,  they  will  be 
more  secure  in  your  possession  than  in  mine. 

LADY    AIRCASTLE. 

On  that  consideration  only  can  I  receive 
them,  Madam ;  but  the  confidence  must  rest 
with  ourselves.  Noble,  and  full  of  probity  as 
he  is  by  nature,  I  dare  not  trust  it  with  my 
poor  dear  Sir  John,  who  would,  I  verily  think, 
convert  his  best  blood  into  money,  did  lie  sup- 
pose it  advanced  the  absurd,  yet  alarming,  cause, 
he  has  so  rashly  espoused.  But  we  must  now 
repair  to  the  garden,  in  which  my  foolish  sis- 
ter, if  it  be  possible,  more  extravagant  than 
himself,  has  made  her  preparations  to  celebrate 
a  day,  the  anniversary  of  which  ought,  for 
the  rest  of  our  lives,  to  be  marked  with  mourn- 
ing and  lamentation.  My  dear  Florentia  and 
Mr.  Steady,  the  Baroness  de  St.  Clair  and  her 
family    merit    vour    esteem    and    admiration. 


I4C  nAiL  fellow!  -well  met! 

Their  story  is  but   ;i  counterpart  of  our  own, 
with  some  shades  yet  more  gloomily  tinged. 
MISS  a  i  hcastle. 

May  they  pass  away  under  the  same  auspiees ! 
Meantime,   I  hope  I   may  consider  your  sweet 
daughters  as  my  constant  companions. 
valentine. 

\_Music  without. \  Hark  !  the  festivities,  or, 
if  you  will,  the  jollies  of  the  day,  are  about  to 
begin. 

LADY   ATRCASTLE. 

Yes,  the  ruin  of  my  poor  husband's  affairs 
is  this  day  to  be  completed. 

VALENTIN  K. 

1\U  purse  will,  I  fear,  be  this  day  reduced  to 
axhc.s !  but  I  have  a  sweet  hope  and  powerful 
presentiment,  that  his  future'  fortunes  and  his 
revived  reason  will,  like  the  phoenix,  arise  from 
those  ashes  with  redoubled  splendour. 

LADY  AIItCASTLE. 

Amen !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Sir  John's  Apartment.  — Sin  John  on  a  Sofa. 

Enter  Statu  quo. 

s  I  R   .1  Oil  N. 

Well,  Statuquo,  is  all  ready?  I  have  taken 
a  little  nap,  and  1  think  I  can  now  walk  down 
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•amongst  them  with  little  or  no  assistance.     Let 

i»s  see:   lend  me  your  arm  — now  for  it. 

[Rises,  and  attempts  to  move, 

STAT  [QUO. 

The  gentlemen  and  lady  cooks  cist  a  very 
respectable  figure;  but  the  English  mail  has 
just  arrived,  and  brings  me  various  news,  that 
though,  I  fear,  it  may  throw  a  cloud  over  the 
brightness  of  this  great  day,  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  for  your  Honour  to  be  informed  of 
s:  st  joiix. 

Let  us  hear, 

STATU  QUO. 

In  the  first  place,  an't  please  your  Honour, 
there's  another  vessel  full  of  goods  come  from 
the  Lodge;  hue  beds,  glasses,  and  the  like: 
and  one  of  the  French  commissioners,  your  good 
brother,  says,  they  must  be  in  a  state  of  ar- 
rested ion  till  he  has  received  the  direction  of 
The  Convention, 

SIR  JOIIX-. 

Stop  my  goods !  damn  me,  this  is  worse  than 
the  custom-house  officers !  "Sbud,  if  a  man 
must  he  devoured,  he  had  better  be  eaten  up 
by  the  sharks  of  his  own  country. 

STATU  QUO. 

Secondly,  Farmer  Clod,  one  of  your  Ho- 
nour's tenants,  is  come  over,  and  brings  word, 
that,  finding  it  not   unlikely  you   may  be  at- 
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tainted  of  high  treason  in  your  own  conntrv,  if 
you  arc  not  guillotined  in  tins,  and  that,  by 
consequence,  your  property  will  be  forfeited, 
one  of  the  claimants  on  your  1  lampshire  estates, 
(there  are  several,  your  Honour  knows,  but  lie 
does  not  mention  which.)  has  run  up  vonr  bond 
to  a  judgement,  and  throw  n  a  thundering  ex- 
ecution into  your  Honour's  town  and  country 
house.  Thirdly,  the  communication  being  this 
instant  cut  oil'  between  England  and  I- ranee, 
by  a  new  decree  of  the  Convention,  remit- 
tances will  stop,  of  course;  by  which  means, 
your  involvements  here,  winch  are  very  heavy, 
will  be  every  day  greater.  And,  lastly,  your 
Honour's  tradesmen,  on  this  side  of  the  water, 
are  become  so  importunate,  that,  notwithstand- 
ing I  have  used  with  them  all  the  arguments  of 
equality,  liberty,  and  the  rights  of  man,  they 
are  so  far  from  considering  these  pleas  as  of  any 
weight,  that,  instead  of  treating  you  with  con- 
fraternity, they  call  you  impostor,  cheat,  ad- 
venturer,  and   every   other   name,   but   brother 


sir  j on  v. 
Ugh  !   I  think  my  gout  is  getting  into  my 
licad    and   stoma?]};   I    have   cenf'-unded  pains 
(Iviie  '  about  me. 


that 


statuqi;  n, 
i  increase  ilicm   bv  thee  mi- 
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pleasant  subjects,  1  will  conduct  you  into  the 
garden.   Sir. 

SIR   JOHN. 

Ileigho  !    I    must  go,   'twill  seem  so  strange; 

otherwise,  my  temples  throb,  as  if  the  veins 
were  burstum-.  Dees  my  wife  and  daughter, 
or  Sir  Thomas,    know  any  thing  of  this? 

STATU  QUO. 

I  should  think',  by  their  manner,  that  they 
(lit/,  your  Honour. 

SIR   JOHN. 

Well,  let  us  go  down.  I  have  no  business 
•with  more  property  than  you  have,  either  at 
home  or  abroad  ;  but  I'm  sorry  that  I  can't 
pay  my  debts,  and  that  my  brothers  and  sis- 
ters should  abuse  me  —  for,  suppose  they  never 
were  to  receive  a  farthing,  have  I  not  as  much 
right  to  their  goods  as  they  themselves?  Why 
should  they  not  come  into  the  spirit  of  the  sys- 
tem as  well  as  I  ?  It  is  not,  as  I  take  it,  a  par- 
tial, but  universal  system  of  perfect  equality 
and  perfect  freedom.  I  do  not  repent  any 
thing  I  have  done  for  their  cause,  and  hope  I 
.shall  live  and  die  in  it ;  but,  in  a  ease  of  ne- 
cessity, there  .should  be  something  like  grati- 
tude, too. 

STATU  QUO. 

There  certainly  should  :  but  I  never  heard  of 
that  being  any  part  of  the  new  French  consti- 

vo  1..   I  I.  J. 
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tution.  Supposing-  you  bad  a  mind  to  assert 
your  rights,  and  were  resolved  to  maintain 
them,  I  think  there  is  no  doubt  but  you  have 
a  right  to  rob  and  plunder  yourself  rich  again, 
aye,  and  reimburse  yourself  that  way,  as  well 
as  any  republican  marauder  of  the  realm. 

SI  R   JOHN. 

You  wrong  them,  Statuquo — -you  wrong 
our  cause,  by  thinking  so  unworthily.  Are  we 
not  one  ?  Has  not  the  republic  this  great  fun- 
damental truth  for  its  basis,  "  a  conviction, 
that  the  neglect  and  contempt  of  the  natural 
rights  of  man  is  the  sole  cause  of"  the  miseries 
of  the  world  ;  rights,  sacred,  imprescriptible, 
and  unalienable?''  Is  not  the  new  government 
of  France  a  guarantee  of  them-  and  do  they 
not  ensure  to  all  men  the  enjoyment  of  what  is 
consistent  with  liberty,  equality,  and,  in  short, 
mutual  accommodation  r  Whether  1.  or  my 
neighbour,  have  possessions  is  never  to  be  a 
question.  If  the  want  is  mine,  and  the  good 
wanted  your's,  I  have  a  natural,  unalienable, 
imprescriptible,  right  to  have  my  equal  share, 
be  it  more  or  less;  and,  if  it  is  refused,  I  can, 
by  force,  maintain  my  violated  right ;  and,  whe- 
ther it  be  a  pound  in  money,  or  a  pound  in 
potatoes,  I  can  seize  upon,  and  carry  off.  inv 
just  division. 
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STATUQUO. 

Can  you?  It  happens  very  lucky  for  your 
Honour,  then,  in  the  present  instance,  as  it 
falleth  out,  that  you  will,  after  the  second 
gorging  and  swilling  of  this  great  day,  be  in 
furious  want  both  of  potatoes  and  pounds;  and 
I  would  humbly  advise  your  Honour  to  make 
an  experiment. 

SIR   JOHN. 

So  I  will,  and  do  not  at  ail  doubt  of  success. 

STATU  OL  0. 

Your  Honour  might  begin  M'ith  the  bills  now 
due   at   Havre,   amounting    to  about    fourteen 
hundred   and    sixteen   livres.     Here  they    arc, 
bundled,. taped,    and    labelled, 
si  it  JO  FIN. 

Give  them  to  me ;  I  shall  shew  you  that  our 
system  is  just  what  it  expresses  itself,  "  a  com- 
pact, having  for  its  end  and  aim  common 
happiness,  and  that  this  compact  is  infringed 
when  any  one  of  its  members  is  made  unhappy 
or  oppressed  by  the  rest." 

STATUQUO. 

Consequently,  when  your  Honour  comes  to 
inform  your  patriot  brethren,  that  you  have 
ruined  yourself  and  your  whole  family;  incur- 
red the  displeasure  of  your  king;  and  scorned 
the  laws  of  your  country  :  in  short,  be- devilled, 
or,   if  the  term  be  more  pleasing  to  your  Ho- 

l   2 
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nour'scar,  bc-pntriotized,  yourself— driven  your- 
self out  of  house  and  land,  and  made  yourself 
a  beggar  for  their  sakes,  they  will  write  a  re- 
ceipt in  full  at  the  bottom  of  your  bill  !  lie. 
he,   he,  he ! 

SIR   JOHN'. 

They  will,  Air.  Grimier;  so,  no  more  of  your 
cursed  he,  lie,  he's  !  which  you  know  were 
always  worse  to  me  than  beggary  itself.  But 
a  beggar  I  can  never  be,  while  there  is  a  sous 
in  the  national  treasury. 

STATU  QUO. 

Why,  to  say  the  truth,  most  of  the  sous 
have  found  their  way  there,  by  hook  or  by 
crook ;  and,  I  suppose,  it  is  among  the  impre- 
scriptible, unalienable,  natural,  rights  of  a  free 
people,  that  there  should  not  be  an  individual 
man  in  the  nation,  but  the  members  of  the 
Convention,  who  can  properly  call  a  sous  their 
own. 

sir  j on N*. 

Why,  you  provoking  old  blockhead,  don't  you 
yet  knowthat  the  national  treasury  is  the  nation- 
al fund  :   its  mine,    and  yours,  and  every  man's. 

STATU  QUO. 

I'm  heartily  glad  of  it :  how  unjustly  have 
1  been  accusing  it.  I  am  glad  to  find  some 
reform  lias  taken  place ;  for  it  has  been  the 
custom,    vou  know,  for  the   receivers  of  the 
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said  treasure  to  take  by  tens  of  hundreds,  and 
refund  by  cyphers,  or,  at  rriost,  units,  in  a 
ratio  of  about  the  fraction  of  a  quarter  of  a 
farthing  in  the  hundred,  and  that  paid  in 
paper,  which  a  Dutchman  Mould  not  think 
worth  lighting  his  pipe  with  :   he,  he,  he  ! 

SI  Li   JOHN. 

[A 'side.]  Yes;  I  thought  he  would  send 
forth  one  of  his  vexatious  he,  he,  he's,  at  this  ; 
which  lias  sometimes  been  true  enough. 

STATU  QUO. 

And,  had  not  your  Honour  better  instructed 
me,  I  should  have  feared,  that,  selon  leur 
usage  ordinaire — their  common  practice— upon 
carrying  your  appeal  to  the  Convention,  (that 
fountain  of  the  rights  of  the  republic.)  pray- 
ing the  reward  for  civic  beggary,  they  would 
decree  you  the  relief  of  bread  and  water,  in 
one  of  their  prison-palaces,  or  jail-churches, 
as  a  done-up  victim  of  the  hated,  or  rather 
dreaded.  English  nation!  and  then,  having  ex- 
hausted the  national  charity,  that  they  would 
consider  you  as  a  proper  object  of  national  jus- 
tice; and  so  get  rid  of  farther  expenses,  by 
recommending  your  Honour,  as  a  reward  for 
past  services,  to  the  mercy  of  the  revolution- 
ary tribunal :  or,  possibly  they  might,  in  their 
supreme  bounty,  leave  you  your  head,  with  a 
yearly    pension,      (that    would   scarcely     keep 
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Butler  Ned's  cat  from  starving,)  to  maintain  it 
on  your  shoulders,  till  a  more  convenient  sea- 
son arrived  for  chopping  it  oil  ! 
si  a  j  on  x. 
You  would  prov,  ke  a  stone;  you  area  stone, 
a  fdnt  stone,  as  I  have  often  told  you,  and 
want  to  make  me  as  hardened  an  old  traitor  as 
yourself.  I  have  a:,  riv  li  itemed  to  your 
slanders  more  than  hecc  i  es  ;,.e  ;  hut  you  .shail 
now  see,  to  your  confusion,  that  a  true  pa- 
triot, in  a  land  of  lihertv,  like  this,  never  can 
he  reduced  to  an  inconvenience,  in  the  power 
ot  that  land  to  supplv.  I  have  hitherto  shared 
my  ail  with  my  brothers;  now  corner  thtir 
turn  :    lead  me  on. 

STATU  QUO. 

Yes;  it  is  now  time.  [Flourish  of  music. .] 
The  last  music  sounds,  the  audience  are  assem- 
bled, the  actors  are  ready,  and  there  is  goim? 
instantly  to  be  represented,  the  farce  of  Hail 
Fellow !  xv ell  met !  or,  IFus^Udy-pig^ledt/  put 
to  the  test ;  in  which  Sir  John  Air-castle,  Bart. 
plays  a  principal  character.  The  whole,  as  it 
would  he  damned  in  i'.ujlaud  the  first  repre- 
sentation, 

SIR    JOHN'. 

Now  for  another,    lie,    he,  he  !  I  suppose. 

STATUQ  uo. 
He,    he,    he  !    Your    Honour    is    not  only   a 
patriot  but  a  prophet  !   he,   he,   he  ! 
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SIR  JOHN. 

Yes ;    I  thought  so.     You  have  too  good  an 

opinion  of  your  own  impertinence,   not  to   he, 

he,     he  !     this  happy  stroke   of  it.  ■ —  [Aside.] 

Damn  the   fellow,  I  think  I  hate  his  irony  the 

more,  since  I  find  —  [Sir  John  hobbies  along  the 

room,  supported]  he  has  some  shadow  of  reason 

for  it.  [Exeunt  dozen  the  gallery  stairs. 

[Flagellets,  Drums,   Trumpets,   and  other 

instruments    arc    heard  from  the  outer 

court,    leading  from   the  gallery,   xvhile 

the  company  pass  to  the  Great  Garden, 

and  the  Marseillois  Hymn  is  sung. 
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Allons  enfants  de  la    patrie, 
Lejourde  gloire   est  arrivee, 

Contre  nous  de  la  tyrannic, 
L'entendant  sanglant  est  levee. 

Marchons,  marchons,   &c.   &c. 


END    OF    THE    THIRD    ACT. 


1.52  hail  fellow!  well  met1! 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE    I. 

77/<?Barox  de  St.  Clair's  Apartments. 

Kuter    Sir    Thomas     St  tap  v.     as    from   the 
File,    in  a  Cook's  Dress. 


SI  R    THOMAS. 

Pooooo  !  its  dreadfully  hot.  Tire  In  li- 
berie -of  breathing  the  Wee  air  a  little.  Otis 
furnace,  I  am  almost  suffocated  !  O,  my  dear 
Baroness,   such  a  scene  ! 

BA  RON  ESS. 

•MY  indisposition  not  suriering  me  to  attend, 
I  must  be  indebted  to  you,  Sir  Thomas,  for 
the  particulars. 

SIR    THOMAS. 

There  we  were,  pell  mell;  the  servants  dres- 
sed line  gentlemen  and  ladies;  and  the  ladies 
and  gentlemen  in  the  habit  of  servants.  Ha, 
ha,  ha  !  my  arch  dog.  Spruce,  objected  to 
this,  as  a  breach  of  egalitij ;  for.  savs  he,  if 
your  eoat  is  better  than  mine,  how  the  plague 
can  we  be  equal?  ha,  ha!  Then,  again,  the 
kitchen    gentry    must   needs    be    served   first  ; 
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and,  no  sooner  have  we,  their  humble  servants 
for  the  day,  set  the  good  tilings  on  the  table, 
than  our  new  masters  (on  a  signal  given  by 
that  pickle  rascal,  Will,  the  footman,)  order 
us  to  rise,  clap  themselves  down  in  our  places, 
and  begin  to  call  about  them.  The  mad  Wi- 
dow consents  to  this,  and  stands  behind  the 
chair  of  the  very  servant  who  made  the  motion. 
She  invites  us  to  do  the  same  ;  by  way  of  carry- 
ing on  the  jest,  on  our  parts,  and  seeing 
how  far  a  set  of  spoiled  people,  thrown  out 
of  their  element,  would  go.  Our  seats 
and  dresses  thus  usurped,  the  usurpers 
call  about  them.  My  son,  Valentine,  gives 
beer  to  one  fellow,  bread  to  another ;  poor 
Lady  Aircastle,  humouring  our  plan,  helps 
to  wine;  Miss  Aircastle  (trembling  and  blush- 
ing, and  dressed,  to  please  her  father,  like 
a  waiting-maid)  offers  fruit  to  her  femme-de- 
chambre,  who  takes  it  with  an  air,  and  is  going 
to  thank  her,  but  remembers  there  is  a  decree 
against  good  manners.  As  I  presented,  with 
my  own  proper  hands,  a  tumbler  of  water  to 
one  of  the  towns-folk,  he  was  going  to  take 
off  his  hat,  but  struck  it  faster  on  his  head, 
upon  the  same  principles,  because,  forsooth, 
there  had  been  a  complaint  against  this  matter, 
as  a  relict  of  slavery  ;  ever  since  which,  com- 
mon civility  has  been  kicked   out  of  company, 
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fin  re  not  even 


■hew  its  face  in  the  National 


:'  '  POVFSS. 

String*    eq  iality,  metkinks,   Sir. 

SI  ;i    THOMAS. 

Yes.  Madam,  my  fellow  Spruce,  with  his 
■I  .smartness,  made  a  speech  against  this, 
lie  sale:  'and  you'll  allow  very  just!}'.;  that 
tin  making  any  body  wait  upon  them  was  an 
act  of'  tyranny  ;  that  their  dizening  themselves 
out  in  *>ne  dresses  was  an  act  of 'vanity ;  that, 
if  all  were  equal,  all  had  a  right  to  eat  together, 
to  help  one  another,  or  at  least  to  help  them- 
selves ;  and  that  the  despotic  manner  in  which 
they  conducted  themselves  was  a  strong  body 
of  evidence  against  them,  as  v'wlaters  of  their 
ozen  system  :  hereupon,  some  of  my  servants, 
and  some  of  your  Ladyship's,  headed  by  Dick, 
the  Coachman,  who  it  seems  is  sick  of  beino* 
a  republican,  began  to  rise  :  they  seized  on 
wicked  Will  and  his  party,  as  tyrants,  forced 
them  to  make  room,  laid  claim  to  their  equal 
snare  of  the  spoils  of  the  table,  and  dismissed 
the  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  in  waiting,  or  invi- 
ted them  to  take  their  dues,  in  common  with 
the  rest.  Not  being  myself  disposed  for  eat- 
ing my  part  of  my  own  cookery.  I  no  sooner 
received  my  leave  of  absence  from  my  own 
servant  Spruce,    'who  gave  it  me  with  admira- 
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Lie  gravity,  and  a  hail  fellow  !  well  met !  nod 
of  the  head,)  than  I  came  oil]  as  yon  see,  to 
cool  my  sell*. 

BARONESS. 

Inconsistent  enough ;  but  it  is  not  more  so  than 
what  happens  every  hour  in  this  boasted  repub- 
lic ?  Do  they  not  talk  of  liberty,  and  put  every 
honest  man  in  prison  ?  Do  they  not  speak  of 
the  freedom  of  their  press,  and  seize  your  private 
papers,  and  force  your  locks  on  the  most  fri- 
volous pretences?  Do  they  not  take  an  oath  to 
hold  sacred  your  property,  and  is  even  the 
ife  of  any  citizen  safe,  while  he  has  any  property 
at  all?  And  then,  having  robbed  you  first,  do 
they  not  murder  you  afterwards,  because  you 
happen  to  have  been  rich?  Do  they  not  proclaim 
good  faith  to  the  inhabitants  of  conquered  coun- 
tries, and  then  levy  such  a  contribution  as  renders 
their  proclamation  an  absurdity  ?  that  is,  being 
interpreted,  I  will  not  take  any  thing,  but  if  you  do 
not  give  every  thing,  woebe  ltponyoi.  it  head! 
In  like  manner,  do  they  not  promise  peace  ro  tiis 
vanquished,  and  yet  force  the  flower  and  prime 
of  every  conquered  country  to  war  on  their 
side;  the  bayonet  before,  the  gullotine  behind? 
Sir  Thomas,  we  may  smile  at  the  squabbles  of 
a  parcel  of  misguided  and  seduced  domestics, 
who  really  do  not  know  w'hat  to  do  with  them- 
selves, since  they  quitted  the  paths  of  honest  and 
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wholesome  occupation,  but  we  must  shed  tears, 
and  groan  over  the  abominations  of  men.  who, 
even  in  the  daily  practice  of  their  most  ordinary 
precepts,  are  so  inconsistent  with  themselves. 

SI  Ft    THOMAS. 

A  just  recapitulation  of  their  absurdities, 
indeed,  Madam. 

BA  ROXESS. 

Too  ]\i>\  :  but  what  became  or'  Sir  J  elm 
Ancastle,  all  this  time? 

si  U   THOMAS. 

It  is  difficult  to  give  you  a  faithful  portrait  of 
that  worthy,  but  ill-advised  man.  on  this  occa- 
sion. —  He  entered  the  garden,  which  could  be 
said  to  resemble  that  of  paradise,  only  when  it. 
was  the  a  node  of  Sin  and  Death,  after  the  fall 
of  man.  lie  entered  it.  Madam,  under  visible 
chagrin:  his  mind  had.  it  seems,  been  unhinged 
by  some  ill  news  from  home,  and  ill  csage  here, 
irL.J-'rance. 

BA  It  OX  ESS. 

This  was  nor  the  time  or  place,  alas',  to 
recover  his  temper  or  his  tranquillity. 

S  I  R   T  1 1  0  .M  A  S . 

But  it  was  the  place  and  time  to  continue  the 
good  work  that  had  been  begun  on  his  con- 
viction. --  No  sooner  did  he  cast  his  eyes  over 
the  garden,  Madam,  (from  the  sight  of  which  the 
cruel  LTOut  had  so  loim'  precluded  him,;  than  iie 
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saw  tli rough   all  the   false  colourings,  flags,  ri- 
bands,   wreathes,    anil  garlands    of  the  widow 
L'topia,   that  a  once  fine  anil  well-deposed  track 
of  ground  he  saw  had  run  [like  his  own  affairs, 
and  from  a  similar  cause)  into  ruin.    Statuquo  re- 
minded   him  that  the  gardener  Mas    a  good  re- 
publican,   and   had  taken  the   liberty  to  let  the 
garden  he  as  wild  and  wicked  as  himself;  anil 
Lady  Aircastle  assured  him  that  the  flower- gar- 
den    would  not  have  furnished  poor   Flo  rent*  a 
with  the  morning  beau-pots  she  so  much  set  her 
heart  on,    to   dress  her  dear  lather's  chamber- 
chimney,    had  it  not  been  for  her  own  proper 
cultivation  of  a  few  pinks  and  roses  ;  and   that, 
from  the  gardener's   becoming   too  good  a  pa- 
triot to  stoop  to  the    labours   of  the  spade  and 
weeding  hook,   the  kitchen  had  been  more  de- 
solate   than    the    pleasure    garden  ;    and    that, 
though  near  four  acres  of  ground  were  thereby 
laying  waste,  Sir  John  had  been  put  to  the  ex- 
pense of  buying  all  his  fruit  and  vegetables,  at 
the  market  of  Havre.  —  I   was  near  enough  to 
hear  the  words  "  lazy  good  for  nothing  scoun- 
drel'" grind  between  his  teeth  ;  but,  recollecting 
and   rebuking    himself,  lie  soon  added,    "  yet, 
'tis  my  fault,  and  not  his;  at  the  Lodge,  he  was 
a    diligent    creature,      lie    has    been    spoiled."7 
From  t iris  observation,  and   some  i'cw  others,   I 
am  convinced  his  good  steward,  Statuquo,  (who 
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l;as  been  bantering  his  masters  system  with  his 
quaint,  but  cutting-  ironical  artillery,  at  every 
opportunity)  was  in  the  right,  when  he  told 
me,  tint  Sir  John,  like  many  thousand  others, 
only  jancied  himself  a  republican,  and  that  he 
did  not  doubt  he  should  live  to  sec  him,  though 
perhaps  too  late,  scout  his  own  principles,  and 
renounce  them  as  vehemently  as  lie  had  taken 
them  up.  To  this  good  work,  I  am,  as  Lady 
Alrcastle  has  informed  you,  lending  a  helping 
hand  ;  and  here  comes  another  of  our  instru- 
ments, who  will  inform  us  farther  of  the  Ba- 
ronet's disorder,   and  our  hopes  of  a  cure. 

la  n  ON  ESS. 

Heaven  prosper  your  endeavours,  Sir.  But 
there  is  a  most  terrible  noise  without :  I  fear 
thev  are  still  riotous. 


Enter  Spruce. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

We  shall  hear  all  from  Spruce:  but,  I  sec  by 
his  tragic  strides,  and  the  scenic  flourish  of  his 
arms,  he  is  blown  up,  like  a  bladder,  with  bom- 
bast, and  you  must  be  prepared.  Madam,  for 
his  going  off  in  heroics. 

BA  HO  NESS. 

It  is  a  fair  object  for  it.  you  must  allow. 

S  I  II    T1I0M  AS. 

Well,   Spruce,   is  thcj^e  over? 
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SPRCC  E. 

"  Most  potent  Seignior;  my  very  noble  and 
approved  good  master."' 

SI  R   THOMAS. 

[To  the  Baroness.]  I  told  you  so.  If  it  be 
anywise  consistent  with  the  dignity  of  what 
you  have  to  tell  us,  Spruce,  we  should  be  glad 
if  you  could  make  a  descent  from  the  loftiness 

of  your  understanding  to  the 

s  p  ii  i;  c  e. 

[Interrupting.']  Lowliness  of  yours.  Why, 
as  it  is  the  fashion,  now- a- days,  for  all  tilings 
to  be  levelled,  I  shall  obey  your  Honour,  by 
coming  down  as  near  to  the  vulgar  standard  as 
1  can. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

[Bores.]  You  are  particularly  condescend- 
ing,   I  am  sure. 

SPRUC  E. 

Nay,  no  compliments,  they  are  not  the  fash- 
ion now-a-days  :  to  the  familiar,  then,  I  fall, 
as  some  great  man,  like  myself,  says  upon  the 
stage.  Though  I  am  full  of  events,  which,  to 
do  justice  to,  would  demand,  in  style  oriental, 
more  than  all  the  happy  powers  of  Spruce — 

SIR   THOMAS. 

If  possible. 

s  p  r  u  c  E. 
If  possible,   as  your   Honour  very  finely  ob- 
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sines.  Yet,  even  as  the  lofty  lark,  who,  sing- 
ing as  she  soared,  with  outspread  wings  win- 
nowinii"  the  air,  which,  enamoured  of  the  son«\ 
stood  still  to  listen  till  the  song  was  clone — 

[Imitates  the  action  of  a  bird  in  the  air. 

SI  II    THOMAS. 

Od*s  nonsense  !  Spruce,  do  you  call  this  de- 
scending r 

SPRUCE. 

I  must  get  up,  your  Honour  knows,  before 
I  can  come  down;  pray  your  patience — till  the 
song  was  done — then  blew  the  applauding 
breeze,  as  much  as  to  say.  bravissimo,  my  lit- 
tle bird  of  morn  !  (Lira  and  brarlssimo  alli- 
terates, your  Honour  observes  ;  a  great  beauty 
that,  in  deseiietions  of  this  kind:)  and  now, 
brynnd  the  reach  of  vulgar  mortal  ken,  the 
k.  k  renews  her  lay!  (Lark  and  lay,  your 
Iionour  pci'ceivis,    has  the  same  grace.) 

S  i  U    THOMAS. 

'Sleath  !  I  wkh  you  would  have  the  grace  to 
iinkh  this  rhapsody.  Wu  have  got  beyond  the 
reach  oi  mortal  ken,    I'm  sure. 

SPRUCE. 

[Xot  to  be  stopped.]  —Renews  her  lay,  which, 
having  biou.^in:  towards  a  close,  she  drops 
down  with  a  twit,  an/,  ticee,  into  the  humble 
furrow,  just  as  I  do.  There,  Sir,  now  I'm 
upon  eauh  asain. 
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LA  RON  ESS. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !   a  pleasant  fellow  ! 

SPRUCE. 

Only  a  specimen  of  the  art  of  sinking  and 
rising',  my  Lady  :  we  authors  call  it  the  ba- 
thos. 

STR   THOMAS. 

But,  as  I  presume,  you  did  not  come  plump 
down  from  the  clouds  ! 

SPRUCE. 

[Interrupting.]  The  skies,  your  Honour 
means,  I  fancy.  The  clouds  are  low  dirty  fel- 
lows ;  I  mounted  my  lark  far  above  them  ;  I 
was  for  a  considerable  time  clean  out  of  sight, 
vour  Honour  knows. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

You  were,  indeed  ;  and  if  you  don't  put  an 
end  to  this  trumpery,  I  shall  send  you  out  of 
sight  again,  with  a 

SPRUCE. 

Flea  in  my  ear,  I  suppose  :  to  prevent  which;, 
and  to  revenge  the  threat,  I  shall  haste  to  in- 
form your  Honour,  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  of 
what  would  have  made  old  dry-featured  Dio- 
genes laugh  like  a  tipsy  Bacchanal. 

SIR   THOMAS, 

How  so  ? 

SPRUC  t. 

Scarce  had  your  Honour  left  egality-ga.Ydcn 

VOL,    II.  M 
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before  the  ex- servants  of  Sir  John  began  to' 
wax  warm  with  the  wreck  of  their  ci-devant 
master's  liquors.  Wicked  Will,  who  was  the 
Robespierre  of  the  rabble,  proposed,  as  a  toast, 
confusion  to  order,  which  was  drank  off 
nem.  con.  Then  filling  bumpers  of  Burgundy 
and  sparkling  Champagne,  at  the  cost  of  the 
said  Sir  John,  the  widow  Utopia  following  his 
example,  he  soon  made  every  man  and  woman 
at  the  table  top-heavy.  Your  Honour  has  not 
yet  been  in  the  infernal  regions,  therefore  can 
have  no  idea  of  the  noises  that  now  ensued. 
The  yell  of  your  Honour's  pack  of  hungry 
hounds,  when  let  loose  upon  some  straggling 
sheep-dog,  was  at  once  as  the  music  and  si- 
lence of  the  spheres  to  it,  and  all  the  tongues 
of  Babel  were  out  Babdonhed  ! 

SIR  THOMAS. 

\Holduig  up  his  cane.]  Beware  how  you 
imitate  the  lark  again.  You  are  in  danger  of  a 
second  flight,  I  see  ;  but  I  shall  fetch  you  to 
the  ground  perhaps  sooner  than  you  imagine. 

SPRUCE. 

Well,  if  I  must  grovel,  I  must.  Wicked 
Will  leaped  upon  the  table,  and  made  a  speed). 
I  vote,  said  he,  that  we  drink  the  health  of 
the  founder  of  tiie  feast ;  then,  setting  the  ex- 
ample, all  took  off  half-pint  bumpers  to  John 
Aireastle!   He  then  jumped  from  the  tabic,  and. 


A   CONTINENTAL   DRAMA.  If) 3 

running  to  Sir  John,  shook  him  by  the  hand, 
with  a  roughness  that  made  the  good  Baronet 
hold  up  one  of  his  crutches. 

SIR    THOMAS. 

[Shaking  his  cane  violently.]  O  that  I  had 
been  there. 

BARONESS. 

Poor  gentleman  ! 

SPRUCE. 

The  shake  was  going  round,  when  Sir  John, 
in  his  own  defence,  swore  lie  would  murder  the 
next  man  that  took  hold  of  him.  Liberty  for 
tier !  cried  the  ex-gardener,  getting  behind 
him,  and  giving  his  hand  another  pull:  liberty 
for  ever,  my  old  boy '.  —  Miss  Aircastle  ran  to 
her  father,  took  his  hand,  and,  kneeling  down, 
besought  them  to  use  no  farther  violence.  No 
kneeling,  young  woman,  cried  one  of  the 
guests,  'tis  a  capital  offence  now,  to  kneel  ei- 
ther to  God  or  man. 

SIR  THOMAS. 

Where  was  my  son  all  this  time? 

SPRUCE. 

He  would  have  sent,  in  that  moment,  one 
more  patriot-scoundrel  out  of  the  world,  had 
not  the  blow,  intended  for  his  head,  fallen 
harmless  on  Sir  John's  still  up-lifted  crutch. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

What  a  pity  ! 

m  2 
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SPRUCE. 

But  Dick,  the  coachman,  who  lias  long*  been 
suspected,  you  know,  Sir,  of  counter-revolu- 
tionary principles,  gave  the  republican  rebel 
such  a  box  on  the  left  ear,  as,  I  should  think, 
would  make  it  sing  ca  ira  (pardon  the  pun)  for 
the  rest  of  his  life. 

SIR  THOMAS. 

I  will  make  a  codicil  to  my  will,  on  purpose 
to  pay  honest  Dick  for  that  box  of  the  cur.  Ji 
fie  had  taken  the  rascal's  ear  quite  oif,  I  be- 
lieve, verily,  1  should  have  made  him  my  heir. 

SPRUCE. 

Secondly- — cries  wicked  Will,  remounting 
the  table  —  I  vote  thanks  to  our  well-beloved 
sister  [Jtopia !  Nem.  con.  again:  but,  as  she  is 
one  of  the  fair  sex.  (they  might  safely  have 
said  dark  brown,  at  least,  vour  Honour  knov  s. ) 
•/s  she  is  one  of  the  fair  sex,  I  move,  that 
every  patriot    gives   her   the   kiss   of  peace  and 

s ;  a  ea  o:/  as. 
i  should  have  been  glad  to  have  been  present 
at  tii       .    r!  of  the  tra^i-coineily,    j  own 

-  !M;  t    C  K. 

l  s.s.  your  Honour:    but  the  republicans  were 

a--    unanimous   on    tins    occasion    than   on   the 

i  i'.iio-;    some  actually  refused.      You  know  the 

vei\   make  of  this  kniy's  iips.    and   tii'.  ubo- 
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minable  bone-house,  of  which  they  are  the 
folding-doors.  Kiss  Utopia,  exclaimed  one, 
par  bleu  ! !  I  had  rather  be  guillotined,  says 
another:  but  wicked  Will  led  :.;..'.  way;  and 
several  others,  screwing  vp  their  mouths  first, 
and  wiping  them  after,  followed  his  boid  ex- 
ample. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !   that  must  have  been  pleasant 
to  see,  however. 

s  p  r  u  c  E. 

And  what" s  the  reason,  pray,  cries  the  widow, 
bristling  up  like  a  baboon  in  a  passion,  that  I 
am  not  a  woman  to  be  kissed  as  well  as  ano- 
ther? How  have  I  deserved  this  slight?  Let 
in  make  the  best  of  a  bad  bargain,  said  one, 
"whispering  another.  Very  true,  said  I,  (over- 
hearing,) patriots  must  expect  to  meet  with  some 
difficulties:  bitters  as  well  as  sweets.  Do  you 
mean,  gentlemen,  to  raise  contributions  round 
the  world,  and  to  pay  no  taxes  yourselves  ? 
Surely  that's  not  equality. 

BARONESS. 

Charming  !   Why,   Spruce,   you  are  a  wit ! 

SPRUCE. 

[Boxes.']  This  spirited  them  up;  and  the 
widow  was  so  pleased,  particularly  with  kiss  the 
last  —  which,  for  reasons  of  state,  was  given  by 
my  young  master  —  that  all  was  put  into  good 
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humour   again ;    even   Sir   John,    stung   as  he 
was  betwixt  pain  and  anger,   forced  a  smile. 

SIR  THOMAS, 

A  man  on  the  rack  must  have  done  the 
same. 

SPRUCE. 

It  was  in  this  interval  nf  gaiety  that  the 
glass  went  aboi  t  again  ;  heaven  knows  it  went 
round  freely  :  and  I  begin  to  think,  your  Ho- 
nour, instead  of  calling  the  French  a  free 
people,  wc  should  call  them  a  people  xvko  make 
free.  But  to  proceed  ;  all  parties  seemed  once 
more  to  conciliate,  when  Will,  who  is  at  the 
top,  in  the  middle,  and  at  the  bottom  of  all 
mischief 

SIR  THOMAS. 

I  think  so;  a  fellow  compounded  of  a  Bar- 
rere,   Robespierre,    and  .Marat. 

SPRUCE. 

proposed  a.  general  change  of  names.  We 
ought  to  have  nothing  left  among  us,  my  friends 
and  brothers,  cries  he,  that  can  make  us  re- 
member our  former  selves  ;  nothing  that  can 
remind  us  of  inequality  ;  we  are  regenerated  ; 
no  more,  then,  of  your  Dicks,  Wills,  Toms, 
J icks,  and  Georges;  but  republican  appella- 
te, ns ;  something  Roman  now  to  begin  with. 
rJ  his  proposition  was  generally  relished.  Ac- 
cordingly,  the  mover  of  the  question  baptized 
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himself  Brutus ;  Sam,  the  ex-sculljon,  was 
Mark  Anthony  ;  the  Farmer,  who  is  come  over 
express,  and  who  they  want  to  republicanize, 
they  call  A gricola  ;  his  son,  Cincinnatus ;  and 
some  of  the  mob  took  the  twelve  Cesars 
amongst  them. 

SIR  THOMAS. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  ■!  that  is  in  the  very  spirit  of  the 
new  madness,   sure  enough. — Well,  Spruce? 

SPRUCE. 

'Squire  Valentine  (still  for  state  reasons, 
as  your  Honour  knows,)  honoured  Madame 
Utopia  with  the  name  of  Portia ;  and  taking 
some  branches  of  laurel,  that  had  ornamented 
the  tables 

SIR  THOMAS. 

Would  to  heaven  they  had  been  stinging 
nettles  ■! 

SPRUCE. 

Twined  them  round  her  head,  in  honour  of 
her  superior  civism.  But,  while  they  were  all 
thinking  what  they  could  denominate  Sir  John 
Aireastle,  whether  Catp  the  Censor,  or  Cato 
of  Utica,  or  Gustavus  Vasa,  or  the  brave  fel- 
low who  defended  the  old  bridge;  the  baronet 
himself  exclaimed  — in  a  feeble  but  dissatisfied 
voice,  between  agony  and  rage — Are  you  at  a 
loss  what  to  call  me  ?  Call  me  a  cursed  old 
ridiculous  dotard,  who  left  my  friends,  fortune, 
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kino;,  country,  and  five  senses,  in  the  best, 
fairest,  freest  land  upon  the  face  of  the  globe, 
in  order  to  come  to  this  region  of  shame,  folly, 
and  abomination  ! 

BARONESS, 

I  tremble  for  him. 

SPRUCE, 

And  so  should  I,  had  one-half  of  what  he 
has  said  been  heard  or  understood;  but,  be- 
sides that  the  noise  of  huzzas  and  hiekups  was 
too  great  for  any  distinct  sounds,  Sir  John 
was  now  seated  in  his  gouty-chair,  too  far  re- 
moved from  the  general  hubbub  to  be  heard 
by  any  body  but  my  Lady,  his  daughter,  anti- 
revolutionary  Richard,    and  myself. 

S  I  R    THOMAS. 

That  was  luck}'  ;    I  had  my  fears    too. 

S  PIS  L'C  K. 

I  would  have  persuaded  the  ladies  and  Sit 
John  to  retire,  :-,r,(\  was  just  helping  Richard 
to  wheel  him  ci}\  \v\\i'n  Isis  attention  was  called 
forth  by  a  stroke  of  liberty,  that  had  liked  to 
have  had  alarming  consequences, 

S  i  R    TJLO.M  AS. 

What  folly  next? 

SPR  L'CE. 

Seeing  us  going  oil",  her  Ladyship's  cl-ikxant 
laundry-maid  ami  \w\  cx-xcasherxcoman  (both 
more  than  hall  mad  with  patriotism  and  iiquor) 
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came  up  to  us.  So,  says  the  lady  of  the 
washing- tub,  you  are  stealing  a  march  upon 
us,  sister  Rachel.  —  Hickup  —  I'll  tell  you  — 
hickup — a  bit  of  my  mi  nil  :  I  am  dammy- 
crackycal, — hickup  —  and  have,  therefore,  to 
observe  to  you  — hickup  —  sister  Rachel,  that, 
unless  you  take  your  turn  at  tile  tub,  next  — 
hickup  —  wash  —  the  devil  may  rub  the  dirt  out 
of  your  linen  for  me,  so  think  on"t.  The  box- 
iron-damsel  next  poured  forth  her  eloquent 
oration:  "sister  Rachel,  I  have  made  free  with 
a  few  of  your  best-  linens  and  laces,  for  two 
reasons  ;  first,  I  have  as  much  right  to  them  as 
you  ;  and,  secondly,  they  will  just  do  for  me 
to  wear  in  honour  of  my  cousin  Mark  Antho- 
ny a  wedding."  —  "  True,  eoz.  (cried  the 
young  Mark  Anthony,)  and,  to  do  the  tiling 
genteelly,  fitting  for  father-in-law's  lawful 
son-in-law,  1  have  fixed  noon  tins  suit  now  on 
my  back.''  Sir  John,  perceiving  they  were  a 
court- dress,  taken  from  his  wardrobe,  ex- 
claims, "  Stand  out  of  the  way,  brat,  or  1*11 
thrash  them  from  your  back."  Surely,  said  I, 
your  Honour  lias  a  right  to  beat  your  own 
clothes,    wherever  you  find  them. 

BARONESS. 

Ha,    ha,    ha! 

SPRUCE. 

This  observation^   I  believe,    would  have  re- 
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ccmciled  all  matters  again,  but  for  the  conduct 
of  Mark  Anthony,  who,  in  pursuance  of  the 
great  and  glorious  system,  hallows  out,  rudely, 
fi  Daddy  Aircastle,  I  demand  your  daughter 
for  my  wife  !  "  This  brought  np  Mr,  Valcrir 
tine,  who  left  Mrs.  Utopia,  and  ran  to  the 
young*  lady.  i;  I  demand  your  daughter, 
Florentia  Aircastle  to  my  wife,"  reiterated 
Mark  Anthony.  So  do  I,  says  another  of  the 
ci-devant  servants  !  and  I!  and  Ii  exclaimed 
a  third  and  a  fourth.     We  have  all  equal  claims 

to To   the  gallows,    have  vou  not?   roared 

Sir  John,  in  an  agony  of  rage.  Dare  but  pol- 
lute the  hem  of  her  garment,  cries  Mr.  Valen- 
tine. —  (Richard  and  I  stood  between  the 
claimants  and  Sir  John's  party.)  —  T  Mill  main- 
tain my  rights,  exclaimed  Mark  Anthony. 
}rvur  rights !  mine,  you  mean,  cries  one  of  the 
(.'tsars.  No.  mine;  mine;  mine;  re-echoed 
from  all  sides.  This,  Sir,  was  the  luckiest 
thing  in  the  world  ;  for,  poor  Miss  Aircastle 
having  fainted  away,  all  the  attention  of  Sir 
John,  Mr.  Valentine,  and  my  Lady,  were 
taken  \\\)  in  trying  to  recover  her :  during 
which  time,  her  new  lovers  were  settling  their 
different  pretensions. 

SIR   THOMAS, 

Impudent  dogs  !  —  which.   I  must  own.  were 
equally  well  founded. 
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SPRUCE. 

Cesar  knocked  down  his  friend  Mark  Antho- 
ny, and  a  bloody  battle  ensued.  Kichard  and 
myself,  with  the  assistance  of  Sir  John's  tenant, 
Agricola,  and  Iris  son,  Cinannatus,  (who  had 
now  joined  us,)  got  off  the  Baronet  and  the 
ladies  ;  and  they  are  now  in  the  Castle,  in 
perfect  safety  :  indeed,  they  would  now  be  so, 
even  in  the  midst  of  the  young  lady's  claim- 
ants ;  for,  the  garden  is,  at  this  moment,  an 
exact  picture  of  a  carmagnol  army,  after  a 
battle ;  so  drank,  when  they  began  the  attack, 
that  nothing  but  a  plentiful  loss  of  mad  blood 
could  sober  them.  It  is  necessary  to  observe, 
that,  in  taking  a  cool  survey  of  the  field  of 
of  battle,  since  the  action,  I  perceive  the 
Great  Portia  fallen  amongst  the  twelve  Ce- 
sars. 

BARONESS. 

What  a  scene  !  Yet  a  true  portrait  of  French 
equality.  What  is  your  English  liberty  to  this, 
Sir  Thomas  ? 

sin  tiiomas. 

A  steady,  generous,  animating,  fire,  Madam, 
to  a  burning,  momentary,  and  consuming, 
blaze !  If  all  this,  added  to  the  rest,  does 
not  cure  my  poor  friend,  he  is  lost,  indeed ! 
But  it  is  near  the  time  of  our  general  meeting. 
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The  Baron  has  his  part  assigned  in  this  good 
work,  Madam,  and,  if  you  please,  we  will  now 
meet  our  allies. 

BARONESS. 

With  all  my   heart,    Sir,    and  success  attend 
our  councils.  \ Exeunt. 


s  c  r;  x  e    ii. 

The  Gallery. 

Enter  Valexti x r.,J'rom  Sir  John's  Chuipb*  r 
leading  in  Lady  and  Miss  Aircastle,  and 
followed  by  Richard,  the  Farmer,  arid  his 
Son;  Miss  Aircastle  shuts  her  Fa  [iter's 
Door,  sojtly;  they  eome  forward,  on  tip- 
toe, and  speak  in  a  Ion:  I  nice. 

\  A  LKN  r  I  \  ;.. 

Do  you.    Dick,    mount    guard  at    this   door, 
while  I  conduct  the  ladies  to  Sir  Thomas. 

FARMER. 

Can't  I   ha\e   a    i'cw   word-;   with    you    first, 
'Squire? 

VA  :.      NT  I  \  K. 

I  will  return  to  you  in  a   moment,   my  good. 
friend  :  but,  the  ladies  always  first,  you  know. 
sox. 
Ye  .  i  ou  know,    lather,    the  ia-t  nr<  ttv   ' 
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I  learnt  at  school,  tells  you,  that  "  when  a 
lady's  iu  the  case,  all  other  things  must  sure 
give  place."' 

FARM  Ell. 

True. — But  can't  1  mount  guard  too,  'Squire, 
till  you  come?  I  don't  think  Dick  loves  his 
Honour,  in  the  main,  better  than  I,  for  all  what 
has  past;  and  this  good  oaken  staff  (that  1  cut 
out  of  one  of  his  Honour's  own  copses,)  in  my 
opinion,  will  settle  a  man's  head  as  well  as 
that  same  Gulluttene  they  talk  so  much  about 
in  these  parts. 

VALEN  TINE. 

Be  it  so,  then,  Farmer,  and  expect  me  on  the 
instant.  Now,  ladies,  there  is  not  a  moment  to 
be  lost.  \  Exeunt. 

SON. 

Father.  I  ha' gotten  a  little  bit  of  a  rattan  too, 
you  see,  that  you  bought  at  our  last  Aireastle 
wake;  he  wops  round  a  man  as  tmdit  as  a  <>ar- 
ter,  and  twists  about  like  a  worm;  —  I  do  think 
lie  would  trim  one  of  these  Carminigling  fellow's 
jackets  purely. 

UFhile  the  Fa?  iner  places  himself  by  the  side 
oj  'Richard,  the  Son  flourishes  his  stick,  and 
CiiriisLs  mmsell  between,  them. 

I)  I  C  K . 

There's  a  brave  little  fellow! 
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FARMER. 

What,  Dick,  what  the  devil  is  all  this  French 
rumpus?  I  have  now  been  looking  at  them,  — 
laughing  at  them,  — crying  at  them,  — and,  a 
murrain  light  upon  my  poor  cows  and  heifers, 
if  I  don't  think  they  are  every  mother's  son 
stark  staring  mad.     "What  is  all  this,  I  say? 

DICK. 
LrBERTY. 

FARMER. 

At  first,  seeing  them  all  funny,  one  with 
another,  masters  and  sarvents,  gentle  and 
simple,  and  "tlcularly  his  Honour's  livery  folks, 
that  were  my  old  neighbours,  his  Honour,  bir 
Thomas,  dressed  up  like  a  cook ;  and  Sir  John's 
cook,  all  dressed  up  like  a  Lord  Mayor's  coach- 
horse, —  I  liked  them  well  enough,  fori  thought 
it  a  kind  of  merry-meeting  of  brothers  and 
sisters,  kinsfolk  and  friends.  And,  ecod,  I  was 
as  full  of  my  jokes  as  the  best  of  thrm,  'ticu- 
larly,  when  Madam  Topia  (who  you  know,  we 
always  thought  a  little  cracked, )  put  the  question 
to  wicked  Will  and  his  set,  and  the  Sans  Cue 
—  what  d'ye  call  "ere.  gentry,  —  and  asked  for  a 
kissing  'bout; — ecod,  I  gave  the  old  girl  a 
smack  that  sung  like  a  coach-whip,  out  of  pure 
charity. 

sox. 

But,  I  wondered  how  you  could  kiss  she,  too. 
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father,  when  you  think  of  my  pretty -mouthed 

mother, 

FARMER* 

Vet,  when  I  saw  the  fellows  let  the  good 
wine  and  strong  beer  about  the  cellar,  and 
worry  the  meat  like  so  man}'  dogs,  and  abuse 
the  founder  of  the  feast,  his  Honour,  the  best 
master  in  the  world,  and  take  hold  of  the  lily 
white  hand  of  Aliss  Florentia  with  their  greasy 
fists;  and,  more  than  all  that,  wanted  us  to 
drink  Confusion  to  Old  England  and 
King  George,  on  our  knees,  I  thought  it  was 
carrying  the  joke  too  far;  and  only  wondered 
how  the  plague  Ins  Honour,  or  any  of  his  family, 
could  ajile  themselves  to  stay  amongst  them. 

DICK. 

Farmer,  if  you  had  jumped  out  of  my  mouth, 
as  the  old  saying  is,  you  could  not  have  spoken 
my  thoughts  about  these  chaps  more  fully. 
I  liked  them  too,  at  first  setting  out,  but  they 
have  now  so  turned  mv  heart  against  them,  for 
their  blaspheming  wickedness,  that  I  am  de- 
termined to  wash  my  hands  of  them. 

SON. 

Your  hands,  Mr.  Richard,  will  take  a  plaguy 
deal  of  washing,  I  fancy. 

FA  RMEll. 

Well  said,  boy,  ha,  ha,  ha!  —  Yes,  the  new 
French  dirt  seems  to  stick  to  a  man's  fingers, 
cieusediv. 


1~C)  hail  fellow!  well  met! 

DICK. 

Like  bird-lime,  Farmer ;  the  more  you  rub, 
the  more  you  are 'tangled. 

FA  11?. 3  EK. 

And  so,  what  we  have  seen  in  the  garden,  m 
one  ot   their  j'ates,  is  it?    I  hope,   it  will  never 
be' my  fate,  to  be  at  such  another, 
s  o  x . 

It  looked  to  me,  more  like  a  bull-baiting. 

FARMER. 

Well  said,  boy.  again;  —  aye,  and  poor  Sir- 
John,  the  bulL 

sox. 
The  mad  bull,  lather. 

VA  li  .MLR. 

And  his  own  servants  the  bull  dogs,  that 
worried  him.  and  would  have  drank  his  heart's 
blood,  just  as  /hv///  as  they  did  his  vine  and 
spirits. 

DICK. 

\  hope  not  so  bad  as  that,  neither,  Farmer. 

FA  !i  .MLR. 

I  h-ve  seen  drunken  "bouts,  plenty,  in  my 
time,  and  made  one  amongst  them.  1  almost 
drank  my  eyes  out  of  my  head,  when  Sir  Joint 
got  ins  eiecti  >n.  I  tippled,  till  I  tumbled  twice 
from  my  old  mare,  in  going  home  from  Steady- 
Mall  mi  the  day  "Squire  Valentine  came  of  age; 
and  T  could  have  swum,  nav.  ecod,  I  could  have 
(/ruiracd  this  little  fellow  twice  over  in  the  stoops 
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of  ale  I  look  oft*  to  his  health,  long  life,  and  long- 
love  of  him  and  his  mother.  I  believe  I  might 
rattle  down  an  empty  bottle  on  the  floor, 
swearing,  as  I  kicked  him  off,  that  a  live  dog 
was  better  than  a  dead  lion;  so,  for  want  of 
more  old  port,  No.  1,  took  up  with  women's 
tipple,  made  of  raisins,  No.  2;  and,  I  think 
they  told  me,  when  I  came  to  myself  a  little, 
that  I  had  tossed  a  tumbler  out  of  the  window, 
when  I  began  to  sing,  "  O  the  roast  beef  of 
Old  England." — But  what  of  that;  all  this  was 
joy;  I  did  not  do  any  body  any  harm,  nay,  I 
did  good,  I  made  all  my  folks  as  merry  as  my- 
self: moreover,  I  paid  as  well  for  the  bottles  I 
had  broken  as  for  their  contents;  so  much  the 
better  for  the  wine-merchant,  and  the  glass- 
maker,  you  know;  nay,  I  remember  drinking, 
"Success  to  trade,-"  when  I  helped  away  the 
tumbler. 

SON. 

Nay,  as  to  that,  father,  my  mother  says,  you 
made  me   tipsy  too. 

FARMER. 

['faith,  and  so  I  did;  ha,  ha,  ha!  —  I  poured 
a  thimble  full  of  the  wine,  of  thy  mothers  own 
manufacture,  into  thy  little  throat,  and  down  it 
went,  as  if  it  had  been  mother's  milk. 

DICK. 

A  very  promising  ^io-n,  Farmer. 

VOL.    II.  \ 
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FARMER. 

Yes,  so  I  thought  it;  but  for  .such  a  feasting  as 
this  of  poor  Sir  John's,  I  wish,  Dick,  1  could 
have  saved  the  liquor,  and  stuck  their  cursed 
ungrateful  throats  with  the  splinters  of  the  glass 
bottles.  But  pray,  did  you  observe,  while  the 
scullion-boy,  that  his  Honour  took  out  of  cha- 
rity, was  tearing  oft'  the  gold  lace  from  one  of 
the  fine  coats,  how  another  chap,  one  of  the 
caiman  gling  fellows,  seized  on  one  of  the  sleeves. 
pulling  different  ways,  like  a  couple  of  dogs  at 
a  marrow-bone,  while  a  third  came  up,  insisting 
on  his  share ;  till,  between  them  all,  they  tore 
the  coat  to  pieces  : 

DICK. 

That  was,  what  they  here   call  egaliti:  or  all 
alike. 

FARMER. 

All  knaves  alike,  —  hey? 

DICK. 

^>  es,  every  body  is  equal,  yon  know 

FARMER. 

rJ  hat  is,    1  suppose,    one  as  great   a   rogue   \-. 

auoi  \):t  ': 

DICK. 

•  I':--    -o.   -    But  did  you    note,   that  while  the 
three    i\\  e-spirited   gentlemen   were  squabblm: 
m>i  th:    ■      r.   how    eleverlv    a  fourth    youugstei 
<  an    ■  ''■•■   i!n  I  one  of  the  squabblers,  and  pick.u 
i.  j-  po<  ket  hi   uie  ripped  lace  : 
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FARMER. 

I  did,  —  hut  that  was  an  urchin.— 

s  o  n  . 

No  bigger  than  myself:  my  finger  itched  to 
rattan  him;  and  I  think  J  could  have  done  it. 
for  all  his  lomr  sword  and  soldier's  jacket. 


lie  is  one  of  the  national  volunteer  guard:;, 

FAR3J  E  R. 

Guards  !  of  what?  Is  he  commander  in  chief 
of  the  stolen  victuals,  armed  with  a  fly-flap,  to 
see  that  the  little  thieves  do  not  get  at  it  before 
the  great  onus  ? 

DICK. 

Xo  such  thing;  we  have  here  flaming  patriots 
in  bibs  and  aprons;  and  defenders  of  their 
country  in  their  leading  strings:  a  troop  of  these 
get  about  what  they  call  an  aristocrate,  (that 
is.  a  man  who  does  not  choose  to  turn  thief  like 
themselves,)  and  with  their  small  swords  — 

SON. 

Like  a  legion  of  Lilliputians,  that  I  have  read 
about,  on  one  Captain  Gulliver's  chin. 

d  i  c  k  . 
Just  so;   they  make  a  shift  to  hack  off  you! 
head  ;  another  pack  of  them  iix  it  on  a  pole ;  and 
the   rest    dy.i^;   the    corpse    up    and    down    the 
street, 

v     O 
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FARMER. 

Zoons,  Dick,  that's  turning  an  honest  mans 
head  into  a  plaything;  and  murder  into  a 
game  of  pat-ball!  a  pretty  amusement,  truly  ! 

DICK. 

Tis  the  new  mode  of  bringing  up  youth  to 
serve  their  country. 

sox. 

To  serve  the  devil,  Dick,  a'nt  it?  but  you 
are  onlv  joking  now. 

DICK. 

Indeed,  but  I  am  not;  both  sexes  are  now 
brought  up  to  be  patriots,  and  the  Old  English 
plan  is  quite  kicked  out  of  doors. 

FARMER. 

It  is,   is  it  ? 

DICK. 

For  instance ;  at  the  age  that  boys  begin   to 

break  the  sixth  commandment ■ 

sox. 

''  Thou  shalt  do  no  murder."  —  I  have  the 
whole  ten  by  heart,  j\lr.  Richard. 

DICK. 

And  I  hope  you  will  be  old  fashioned  enough 
to  keep  them. 

FARMER. 

Ml  break  the  very  one  you  are  speaking  of 
on  his  head,  if  he  does  not. 
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DICK. 

When  the  boys,  I  say,  begin,  by  act  of  par- 
liament, or  order  of  the  Convention,  to  com- 
mit murder  for  the  good  of  the  republic,  the 
girls  are  ordered  to  serve  their  country  another 
way, 

SOX. 

What  other  way,   Richard  ? 

DICK. 

Taking  care  to  have  young  recruits  against 
the  others  are  shot. 

FARMER. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  understand  you.  What,  then, 
about  the  time  that  the  male  children  become 
rogues,  the  females  become 

DICK. 

A  word  that  begins  with  a  letter  which  you 
will  find  a  little  lower  in  the  alphabet- 

SON. 

V's  —  villains,  I  suppose. 

DICK. 

No,  there  you  are  out,  youngster,  double 
u's. 

FARMER. 

I  thought  SO, 

DICK, 

Each  are  so  zealous  in  the  cause,  or,  as  poor 
Sir   John  calls  it,  the  great  question,  that  it 


ISC  HAIL  fellow!    well  met! 

becomes  a  pitched  battle,   betwixt  murder  and 
fornication,  for  the  rest  of  their  lives ! 

FARMER. 

Ha,   ha!   the  cause  seems  equally  glorious. 

DICK. 

And,  by  \ray  of  encouraging  the  young  folks 
in  well  doing,  the  most  virtuous  of  all  possible 
assemblies  have  instituted  publie  rewards  foi 
big  bellies ;  and  she  who  bieeds  first  and  fastest 
carries  off  the  prize,   and  is  reputed  the  best  re- 

pllb:Ii 

FARMER. 

[Much  affected.}  Tims  prostitutes  become 
patriots,   and  seducers  heros,   hey  : 

DIC  K. 

Exactly  so. 

FA  HMER. 

The  young  people  of  both  sexes  are,  then, 

r— — s   and    w s,    by   order   of  the   French 

Convention? 

Die  k. 

They  are.  But  French  virtue  goes  a  great  deal 
f:  '.rther;  it  ehanaeseverv  thin  police  thought  good 
i  r  moral:  instead  of  the  old  nursery  cant,  -t  if 
vou  are  a  g?  od  child,  and  :  a\'  your  pravers,  God 
wj'il  ; ."'  -=  '•::•::  and  if  vour  are  naughty  you 
.  li  go  o  ;  vd  ;"  'rr.  !iDU',  if  m  u  dare  to  say 
v .'.«■::    [i  ■:'.    o-.    ■  '     bow    to    the    hi-dr  v   pov.  <  r< 
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love  God.  or  honour  the  King,  you  will  he 
suspected  of  loyalty  and  religion,  and  sent  tc 
the  committee  of  puhlic  safety  ;  and.  if  con- 
victed of  such  crying  sins  against  the  majesty 
of  reason,  you  will  have  your  little  heads  cut 
off  your  shoulders.  Mothers  are  enjoined,  on 
pain  of  death,  to  inculcate  the  one  sentiment 
and  destroy  the  other;  by  which  new  means, 
children  are  taught  to  lisp  blasphemy,  and 
commit  the  deadly  sins  in  the  cradle.  Charm- 
ing institution,  by  which  treason  becomes 
filial  piety,   and  atheism  maternal  virtue  ! 

SON. 

Mercy  on  us,  lather,  what  sort  of  a  country 
have  we  got  into  ? 

FARMER. 

The  devil  incarnated  country,  1  think;  but 
lord  help  us  to  get  out  of  it  as  fast  as  we  can. 
Richard,  and  try  to  get  poor  Sir  John  and  his 
family  out,    too  ! 

S  O  X . 

Meantime,  father.  1  shall  so  far  be  a  libcrtv 
boy  myself,  as  to  say  my  prayers,  love  God, 
and  honour  my  king,  were  they  to  chop  off 
my  head  fifty  tunes. 

FARMER. 

And,   if  you  did  not,   I'd  chop  it  off  myself 

I'll  tell  you  what,  Richard but  here  come* 

back  the  voang  'Squire 


JS4  hail  rr.LLOw!  well  met! 

Enter  V  a  l  e  x  t  i  n'  e. 

VA  LEX  TINE. 

Well,  farmer,  you  see  I  keep  my  word  with 
you,  though  I  am  in  a  country  where  good 
faith  of  any  kind  is  now  less  the  mode  than 
ever ;  but  I  am  not  yet  quite  a  convert  to  the 
new  doctrine. 

FARMER. 

I'll  tell  you  what,  neighbour  "Squire,  I  have 
had  enough  of  the  new  doctrine,  as  you  call  it, 
for  I  find,  by  what  I  can  see,  ard  by  what  I 
have  heard,  from  \[r.  Richard  here,  that  it  is 
a  doctrine  fit  only  for  the  devil  and  his  French 
imps;  who,  I  observe,  moreover,  have  pur  every 
thing  topsy-turvy ;  and,  as  to  their  J  ates,  com- 
mend me  to  a  good  English  town  fair,  or  coun- 
try wake,  where,  if  you  make  rather  too  free 
with  your  neighbours,  or  their  good  spirits, 
why— they  may  take  the  same  liberties  with 
you  —  can  for  can,  noggin  for  noggin,  bottle 
for  bottle,  that's  what  /  call  liberty,  :Squire. 
Merry  and  wise,  happy  and  honest.  But,  as  to 
your  new  Frenchified  dam-a-cracled  fates,  I 
have  seen  them  once,  that's  all,  'Squire;  I  have 
seen  them  once  ! 

vaeextixe. 

Once  !  why,  they  come  here  every  ten  days ' 
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We  have  a  feast  for  every  thing  now,  only,  like 
almost  every  thing-  else,  they  are  nick-named. 

FARMER. 

How  so,  'Squire  ? 

VALENTINE. 

Why,  first,  they  have  (with  reverence  be  it 
spoken)  a  feast  to  God,  in  which  they  make 
him  out  a  worse  devil  than  themselves ;  for 
they  bring  him  to  prove,  that  it  is  the  whole 
duty  of  man  to  break  on  each  tenth  day  all  the 
ten  commandments. 

FARMER. 

Mercy  on  us,  'Squire,  I  wonder  the  red-hot 
thunder- bolts  do  not  fall  upon  them  ! 

VALENTINE. 

Secondly,  they  have  a  feast  to  mankind, 
the  institution  of  which  is  to  shew,  that  it  is 
natural,  right,  and  a  man's  duty,  to  do  what 
he  pleases  in  the  world  ;  and  that  God,  who 
made  it,  made  also  this  right,  and  is,  therefore, 
the  father  of  all  mischief. 

farmer. 

[Terrified.]  Don't  talk  so,  'Squire;  I  am 
afraid  its  wicked  to  speak  of  such  things :  my 
blood  runs  cold  to  hear  of  'em. 

SON. 

[Shuddering.']     And  mine  too,  father. 

VALENTINE. 

In  the  third  place,  comes  the  fete  of  the 
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HAIL   I- EL  LOW!    WELL   MIT 


French  people;  in  which  they  applaud  them- 
selves, and  think  all  the  world  should  applaud 
them,   too,   for  these  iniquities. 

E  VK.M  F.R. 

They  won't  get  any  thanks  from  me.  I  lane}  . 

S  0  X . 

Nor  me. 

D  [  C  K , 

Nor  any  more  from  me  ;   God  pardon  li- 
the past  ! 

VA  EEXTI  N  ;■  . 

Fourth]}",  is  th;  feast  to  the  be:  ei  a:  toi  - 
oe  humanity;  by  whom,  in  the  new  r  r;- : 
dictionary,  are  meant  those  who  were  at  the 
top  of  all  the  mischief.  Then,  fifthly,  you  haw 
a  feast  to  the  martyrs  oe  liberty,  which  i- 
to  celebrate  tho-e.  who,  having  stabbed,  poi- 
soned, hung,  knocked,  shot,  or  otherwise  de- 
stroyed thrir  fellow-creatures,  are.  at  length, 
themselves  mack.'  away  with. 

]■"  \  a  M  ER. 

Well,  come,  I  don't  think  that  is  imirli  ami 
d  little  bit  of  a  rejoicing  for  that,  to  m\  thought  v 
i>   well  enough.      I  think    I    should    tovs   oil    a 
bumbev  extraorriin;    ■   on  thai  ocea^m  mvselt, 
S(|ui  re 

'    .-<  r   E>  TI  N  E. 

The  n  eoui(  >.  in  the  sixth  and  -c  '■  enl 
t'ea^ts  to  i.i  p,r  i;  r  v.  ;  a  i  a  lit  y.  and  t 
pua.K. 
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FARMER. 

Speaks  for  itself:  all  the  dam- a- cracks  have 
the  liberty  to  be  equally  wicked  ;  "  the  devil  a 
barrel  the  better  herring,"  as  we  say  in  Old 
England.  But  are  there  any  more  of  their 
nick-named  leasts  ? 

VALENTINE. 

Abundance.  The  eighth,  to  the  liberty  of 
the  whole  world,  hoping,  in  time,  that  every 
part  of  it  will  be  in  as  much  sin,  blood,  and 
confusion,   as  France. 

FARMER. 

Yes,  I  heard  just  before  I  came  out,  that 
.some  of  their  imps  had  got  into  Old  England; 
but  lord  help  their  heads,  we  an*t  to  be  taken 
in  so,  neither.  JVe  shan't  bear  i'alse  witness 
against  our  neighbour  —  train  up  our  children 
to  do  mischief — cut  off  our  good  king's  head, 
the  lord  love  him  —  nor  change  God  for  the 
devil,  yet  awhile,  I  believe  ;  so,  go  on,  'Squire, 
if  you  please,  with  youx  fates. 

VALEN  TINE. 

I  thought  you  had  heard  enough  of  them. 
The  ninth,  is  a  feast  to  the  lore  of  your  country. 
You  see  what  French  lovers  of  their  country 
are,  pretty  well,  I  think.  Then  you  have,  tenth- 
iy,  a  feast  to  the  hate  of  tyrants  and  traitors  ; 
that  is,  to  good  kings  ami  faithful  subjects. 
In  the  eleventh,   twelfth,   and  thirteenth,   so  on 
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to  the  thirty-fifth  place  —  tlney  give  feasts  to 
truth,  justice,  modesty,  glory,  immortality, 
friendship,  and  frugality !  To  truth,  which 
every  action  of  their  lives,  private  and  public, 
proves  to  be  lying  —  to  justice,  mere  irony- — to 
modesty,  downright  impudence  —  to  glory  and 
immortality,  meaning  nothing — to  friendship, 
the  art  of  hardening,  or  betraying  one  another 
to  frugality,  a  very  artful,  but  necessary  feast, 
because,  when  the  deluded  people  find  them- 
selves stripped  of  their  property,  and  left  to  the 
mercy  or'  the  plunderers,  it  behoves  them  to  be 
frugal.  To  courage,  another  artful  feast :  mean- 
ing, to  make  a  virtue  of  necessity  ;  courage  may 
save  your  body,  a  musket  or  cannon  ball  may 
or  may  not  put  an  end  to  you.  but.  on  your  re- 
hi  \\\'.\  to  fight,  the  guillotine  is  sure  to  snap 
vouv  head  off.  Then  there  is  another  leas!  to 
;d  faith  ;  that  is,  hold  all  together,  and  don't 
break  the  oath  of  fidelity  you  have  taken,  to 
be  as  mad  and  wicked  as  you  can.  There  is 
rCiiothev  to  heroism,  for  much  the  same  purpose 
as  c.<  urage.  To  disinterestedness  :  that  is,  an  in- 
citement, to  do  mischief  /or  its  vicn  sake.  To 
stoicism 

FARMER. 

Vv  hat's   that,  "Squire,   I    never  heard  of  him 

before  ? 


\   C  O  N  T  1  N  F.  N  T  A  L   DRA  M  A . 


1  SO 


SOW 

But  1  have,  father.  There  was  a  school  of 
these  Stoics,  who  did  not  care  about  pain,  and, 
indeed,   said  there  was  no  such  thing'. 

FARMER. 

They  told  a  lie  there,  too :  but  I  should 
think,  under  favour,  'Squire,  you  have  nick- 
named these  yourself.  Don't  you  mean  stoni- 
cism  ?  and  was  not  the  school  you  talk  of  called 
stocks  ?  for  nothing  but  stocks  and  stones  can 
pretend  to  say,  pain  is  not  pain,  or  that  its  not 
a  confounded  thing  to  feel  it. 

VALENTINE. 

In  the  new  French  dictionary  I  have  been 
speaking  of,  it  only  means,  that  you  are  to 
harden  your  heart  against  pity,  fellow-feeling, 
and  any  such  old-fashioned  stuff;  and  that,  as 
by  the  new  plan,  you  must  necessarily  see  some 
of  the  misery  you  create,  the  sight  is  no  more 
to  affect  you  than — 


FARMER. 

If  you  were  a  stock,  or  a  stone,  as  I  said 
before.  Yes,  yes,  I  see  this  same  stoicism  is 
another  of  the  nick-names.  Please  \Souire  to 
mention  the  rest,  for  I  should  like  vastly  to  tell 
them  to  my  Patty,  when  I  gets  back  to  Hamp- 
shire. 

VALENTINE. 

Then   there  is  a  feast   to    love:    that  must 
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mean  either  the  love  of  mischief,  or  prostitu- 
tion ;  both  which  are  decreed  by  the  Con- 
vention. Then  follows  a  feast,  sacred  to  con- 
jugal tenderness  !  A  decree  being  passed  in 
favour  of  female  licentiousness,  I  leave  you  to 
judge  what  this  must  mean,  Farmer.  Next 
comes  a  least  to  paternal,  then,  to  maternal, 
love  ;  then  to  infancy  and  youth,  the  two  first 
of  which  are  to  be  shewn,  bv  bringing  up  tin- 
children  to  deserve  the  gallows,  and  the  two 
last  to  prove  that  the  hopeful  progeny  fulfil 
their  fathers  and  mothers  expectations.  You 
have,  afterwards,  a  feast  to  manhood^  or  a 
rejoi;  ing,  because  your  talents  for  wicked- 
ness are  then  in  full  perfection:  followed  by 
a  feast  to  old  a^e,  at  which  vou  are  desired  to 
triumph  in  a  life  ill  spent.  Next  con--  >  the 
ieast  to  misfortune,  in  which  vou  rejoice  over 
human  calamities.  And  afterwards  to  agricul- 
ture and  industry;  that  is  to  triumph  in  tl 
labour  and  fruits  of  othr-rs  ;  for  f here  is  a  u< 
crcc.  ai">o,  of  the  republic,  to  leave  the  Lie; 
land  uncultivated,  in  order  to  take  tJie 
ad  out  of  peoples  mouths,  in  oilier  coun- 
tries. Alter  which,  are  a  couple  of  curiou> 
to  their  »rand-jathcrs  and  to  posterity  : 
thr  iu'W  ;  of  appointing  vjuab  are  two-told; 
first,  '"'  how  [}  !\-;  past  inn;  thoroughly  the\ 
O'-ni  etl   ,vood   <  <\f\    max;,  ,     and    nun  als ;   -a\a\. 
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secondly,  to  assure  ages  yet  to  come,  that  the 
present  generation  will  leave  them  nothing  but 
misery  and  death  for  inheritance.  The  whole 
is  closed  by  a  feast  to  happiness ;  a  happiness 
to  be  drawn  from  the  comfortable  reflection  of 
the  general  wretchedness  of  mankind  ! — Such, 
Farmer,  is  the  list  and  explanation  of  the 
thirty-five  articles  of  the  new  Creed  in  France, 
which,  unless  a  man  believe  and  practice,  he 
cannot  he  a  true  republican !  But,  I  think 
I  hear  Sir  John;  we  shall  disturb  him,  and  it 
is  necessary  he  should  get  strength,  both  of 
body  and  mind,  to  undergo  what  is  preparing, 
I  hope  success,  because  wc  shall  then  be,  in- 
deed, free;  but,  if  we  fail,  our  ruin  is  inevi- 
table.    So,   come  along.   Fanner.  f  Exeunt . 


END  OF    illl.   FOURTH  ACT. 


19-  hail  fellow!   well  met! 


ACT  V. 
SCENE    I. 

Sir  John's  Apartment. 

sir  john,  alone. 

HOW  unnecessary  to  place  a  guard  at  my 
door,  to  protect  my  slumbers  !  How  shall 
the  conscious  fool,  dotard,  and  traitor,  sleep  ? 
a  traitor  to  the  best  of  kings,  the  best  of 
countries  !  Alas  !  my  eyes  have  been  suffi- 
ciently opened  to  see —  [he  pauses]  — 

Enter  Valentine,  Farmer,  his  Sow  and 
Dick.  Seeing  Sir  John  arcake,  they  .stand 
aloof.     Sir  John  continues. 

— -feelingly  to  sec,    that  I  have  been  the   dupe 
of   my    own    seductive    imagination  ;     and.    if 

bitter  repentance  were  not  now  too  late- 

[Pauses  a  gala  ;    Valentine  and  his  parti/ 
comes  Jbnccwd. 

}  \  rmer. 
[Eo:c!ng.~]   Tis  never   too  late  to   repent,    1 
hope,   an"t  please  your  Honour. 
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VALENTINE. 

These  honest  faithful  people  entreat  an  audi- 
ence,  Sir. 

FARMER. 

As  for  me,  I  mean  to  get  home  to  your  Ho- 
nour's farm  as  soon  as  possible,  and  wish  I 
could  persuade  your  Honour's  Worship  to  go 
with  me. 

SIR  JOHN. 

What,  would  you  carry  me  from  one  prison 
to  another  ? 

PARMER. 

Lookee,  your  Honour,  I  have  found  you, 
for  near  thirty  years,  an  easy  landlord  ;  a  man 
can  live  under  you.  I  have  brought  up  this  boy 
well  enough,  have  got  a  little  snug  sum  for 
him  in  a  safe  corner  of  Old  England,  if  I 
.should  have  my  head  sliced  off  to-morrow ; 
and  I  have  gotten,  besides,  a  few  of  the  pic- 
tures of  King  George  the  Third,  God  bless 
him,  set  in  gold,  as  the  saying  is.  Now,  hear- 
ing a  bit  how  matters  were  o'oino-  forward  at 
home  with  your  Honour,  and  seeing  how  tilings 
are  going  on  here,  abroad,  I  thought  this  cu- 
rious old  bag  of  British  guineas,  which  my 
wife  Pat  had  sewn  into  the  lining  of  my  wea- 
ther-all, might  give  us  all  a  lift  out  of  a 
hobble. 

VOL.   II.  O 
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SIR    JOHN*. 

When  will  my  disgrace  and  confusion  be  at 
an  tnd  ! 

FARMER. 

Nay,   no  shilly-shallying,    please   your   Ho- 
nour,  'tis  your  own  ;   'twas  all  got  on  your  own 
ground,    where  I    hope  to   get  as  much  more, 
and  my  Son,   here,   after  me. 

SOX. 

Nay.  father,  if  you  come  to  that,  I  fancy  I 
have  a  t^w  keepsakes,  and  my  uncle  Oliver's 
new  half  guinea,  and  aunt  Bridget's  half-crown, 
and  some  French  emigrant  livres,  as  they  call 
them,  which  may  lie  a-top  of  the  old  bag,  or, 
if  he's  chuck  full,  his  Worship  may  have  them 
in  this  silken  purse,  of  cousin  Sue's  knitting.— 
There,  your  Honour's  Worship,  and  I  wish  every 
sixpence  was  a  shilling,  and  every  shilling  a 
pound  !  — 

DICK. 

I,  too,  have  found  your  Honour  an  eas} 
good  master;  and,  if  these  republicans  and  sin- 
ners had  not  made  me  forget,  for  some 
time  past,  both  you  and  myself  and  been,  in 
short,  a  good-for-nothing  fellow,  (though  your 
Honour  knows  you  had  a  hand  in  making 
me  so.)  it  had  been  better, — yet,  I  have  not 
yet  broken  in  on  my  last  year's  wages;  and, 
if  your  Worship 
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SIR  JOHN. 

What !  —  Have  I  not  ruined  people  enow  al- 
ready? myself!  my  wife!  my  (laughter!  and, 
must  I  now  carry  destruction  to  my  servants  ? 
forbid  it  heaven!  [A  violent  noise.]  What 
new  alarm?  We  had  best  retire  to  my  bedcham- 
ber; if,  yet,  I  can  call  any  place  my  own.  — • 
Oil!  Valentine,  I  am  so  struck,  so  penetrated, 
so  convinced,  and  so  ashamed  !  !  ! 

\Noisemore  violent ;  Sir  John,  Valentine,  &c. 
retire,  and  almost  shut  the  door. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Steady,  follotc ed  by  Ned 
and  Statu  quo. 

SIR  THOMAS. 

What's  this,  you  tell  me?  no  more  passports! 
All  names  of  strangers  to  be  inserted  in  the 
deputy's  book !  A  new  oath  of  fidelity  to  be 
taken  in  favour  of  sworn  robbers  and  murder- 
ers !  Our  own  country  to  be  abjured  i 

NED. 

And  that  is  not  the  worst,  your  Honour,  — 
for  all  the  English  are  marked  down  jor  de- 
struction !  —  They  now  call  us,  villains,  slaves, 
tyrants,  and  have  taken  dreadful  oaths  to  — 

c  2 
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STATU  QUO. 

Seize  on  all  of  our  nation,  as  suspected  per- 
sons, and  murder  all  of  us  in  cold  blood. 

KED. 

And  never  to  rest  till  they  have  carried  their 
blood-thirty  vengeance  even  to  the  throne  of 
his  majesty  ;  and  then  — — 

STATUQUO. 

Sweep  his  liege  subjects  from  the  face  of  the 
earth. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Horrid  wretches ! 

[Valentine  opens  Sir  John's  door, 

FARMER. 

[To  Sir  John.]     There's  liberty,  for  you! 

STATUQUO. 

Hush,  —  hush,  —  here  are  some  of  them 
coming.  This  French  freedom  does  not  give  a. 
man  the  liberty  of  a  moment,  night  or  day ! 

[All  Sir  John's  party  go  into  his  chamber; 
Valentine  holds  the  door  a  little  open,  to 
peep. 

Enter  at  another  Door,  fin  disorder)  the  Baron. 
Baroness,  and  Family,  and  Lady  and  Miss 

AlRCASTLE. 

[Valentine  opens  Sir  John's  door  to  receive 
them;  they  go  in,  and  the  door  is  locked. 
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SCENE  III, 

Scene  changes  to  the  Sea  Sick ;  a  Boat  tossing 
with  the  Tempest ;  several  Sailors  getting  out 
of  it. 

FIRST  SAILOR, 

Zoons !  —  'tis  a  terrible  night, 

SECOND  SAILOR, 

Ave,  and  a  terrible  ni^ht  we  are  likely  to 
make  of  it,  for  this  plaguy  north-wester  has 
driven  us  plump  in  the  chops  of  these  carman* 
ghng  fellows.  — That's  Havre-de- Grace,  to  the 
left.  I've  gotten  brother  Ned  in  some  of  these 
parts.  He  went  a  patriotizing  with  Sir  John 
Aircastle,  but  I  suppose  both  their  heads  have 
been  cut  off,  long  ago,  —  I  loved  Ned,  too. 

THIRD  SAILOR, 

Then,  we  are  to  the  right  still,  and  had 
better  bring  to  a  little. — Yes,  I  suppose,  be- 
fore to-morrow  night,  our  heads  will  fly  about 
like  rackets  on  a  bowling-green  ;  but,  old 
.Betty  could  not  weather  it  any  longer ;  so  here 
we  are, 

FOURTH   SAILOR. 

It's  devilish  dark,  and  thunders  great  guns. 
Hark  !  there's  a  crack  for  you  ! 

FIFTH  SAILOR, 

Lightens  too,  prettily.     But,  avast  heaving; 
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I  thought  I  saw  a  sort  of  a  cave  here  to  lee- 
ward, where  one  might  stand  and  dry  our  wet 
jackets  a  little.  —  Wait  the  next  Hash. 

SIXTH   SAILOR. 

There  he  comes,  Jack  ;  —  and  a  fine  fellow 
he  is  —  bright  as  noon-day. 

FIFTH   SA1  LOR. 

Aye,  and  here's  the  cave,  as  plain  as  — 
Zookers  !  now  he  is  <?-one  again. 

SEVENTH  SAILOR. 

Stay  a  little,  I  quite  forgot  the  dark  lanthorn. 
As  I  hope  to  keep  my  precious  eyes,  he's  not 
'sthigished,  yet ;  see  — 

FIFTH   SAILOR. 

Bear  a  hand  with  him,  this  way,  —  aye,  — 
sure  enough,  here  he  is  again:  a  sand-hole,  dug 
by  shepherds  or  fishermen,  lie  goes  some- 
where, hows'ever;  so,  I'll  in. 

EIGHTH   SAILOR. 

-  Don't,  you  fool ;  he  may  take  you  to  the 
town,  or  the  castle, 

FIFTH  SAJ  LOR. 

-Take  me  to  the  .devil  an' he  will,  he  must 
take  me  out  of  the  rain  fust  ;  and  I  have  had 
wetting  enough  for  one  night. 

SI  XT  II    SAILOR. 

CVthe  outside,  at  least ;  no  in,  and  I'll 
follow 
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FOURTH   SAILOR. 

So  we  will  all. 

FIFTH    SAILOR. 

Here  goes.  then.  Hit  or  miss,  luck's  all. — 
\TJiey  go  into  the  cave.]  Why,  my  boys,  here's 
as  snuo-  a  birth  as  if  you  were  swinging  in  your 
hammocks. 

SIXTH   SAILOR. 

And  broadens  as  lie  goes.  Room  enough 
for  the  whole  crew.  We  can  take  a  spell  here, 
till  the  storm  is  over,  and  das'  breaks;  and 
then,  if  poor  old  Betty  is  not  taken  prisoner, 
or  gone  to  pot,  can  bear  away.  Rut,  who's 
got  ?>Iiss  Jenny?  —  Though  1  am  pretty  well 
soaked  without,  I'm  as  dry  within  Ui  a  tinder- 
box, 

FOURTH    SAILOR. 

I've  got  Miss  Jenny.  There,  {gives  a  gin 
bottle]  give  her  a  hug  and  a  smack. 

SIXTH   SAILOR. 

Well,  come,  —  Here's  the  devil  take  the  new 
French, 

FIFTH   SAILOR. 

Why,   he  has  got'em  already,  you  fool, 

SIXTH   SAILOR. 

They  have  got  him,  you  mean, 

THIRD   SAILOR. 

But,  avast,  —  avast,  —  shipmate,  —  you'll  hug 
Miss  Jenny  to  death  —  I  should  be  glad  to 
salute  her,  too. 
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FIFTH   SAILOR. 

Now,  I'll  go  and  see  how  the  land  lies,  if  I 
die  for  it. 

FOURTH  SAILOR. 

Yon  shan't  die  alone,  howsomever. 

SIXTH    SAI  LOR. 

Life  or  death;  — the  more  the  merrier,  al- 
ways. Lets  all  go  on  a  cruise;  for  Jenny  ha> 
given  me  such  spirits,  that  I  don't  care  for 
man  or  beast. 

[They  enter  the  garden,  in   'which   Utopia, 
wicked  Will,  8:;c.  §c.  are  extended,  drunk. 

ALL. 

Xor  I,  — nor  I,  — nor  any  of  us.  —  Up  an- 
chor then,  and  away. 

FIFTH    SAILOR. 

Zoons,  hoys,  we're  got  into  a  great  gar- 
den. —  Hush;  luff  a  little.  I  see  a  light,  as  it 
were,  at  the  top  of  a  house. 

SEVENTH    SAI  LOR. 

And  don't  you   hear  a  devilish  noise? 

Till  RD   SAI  LOR. 

That's  in  the  house  too. 

SIXTH    sailor. 
Darken  the  lanthorn;  and  let's  listen. 


FIRST   SAILOR. 


And  ■_■()  nearer. 
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FOURTH  SAILOR. 

Hallo :  ■ —  I'm  upset !  A  log  of  wood,  I  sup- 
pose.     [Kicking  at  it.] 

WICKED    WILL. 

'Sbloocl,  somebody  has  kicked  my  bralnr> 
out. 

FIRST  SAILOR. 

The  log  speaks;  —  let's  look  at  him.  —  Ods 
biscuits,  a  —  a— thing  alive. — Hallo,  messmate, 
what  are  you  ? 

WILL. 

Drunk. 

THIRD  SAILOR. 

And  here's  something  like  a  woman: — arc 
you  drunk  too? 

UTOPIA* 

No.  —  I'm, — I'm  —  Utop —  top  —  topi — a. 

FOURTH  SAILOR. 

Toping? — Yes,  I  believe  you  have  IxpCn 
toping,    you  hussy. 

SIXTH     SAILOR. 

Ods  rocks  and  quick-sands  here's  half  a 
dozen  more  of  them  ;  like  so  many  beer-barrels 
in  a  storm.  How  came  you  thus,  shipmate?— 
What  does  all  this  mean? 

GARDENER. 

Hickup,  — liberty. 

FOURTH  SAILOR. 

Hickup  and  liberty,   does  it?     Ods  tops  and 
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shrouds,  stick  to  this,  and  your  French  liberty 
would  not  be  so  bad.  —  But.  I  thought  I  heard 
a  shriek. 

SIXTH    SAILOR. 

Yes :  —  and  there's  another. 

FOURTH    SAILOR, 

Tis  a  woman. 

THIRD  SAILOR. 

All  hands  aloft !  must  not  hear  a  woman 
shriek  neither,  friend  or  enemy's  land,  all  th£ 
same  for  that:  bear  away. 

{They  rush  forward,  and  the  scene  closes. 

SCENE  IV. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Gallery 

Knter   Sir    Thomas     Steady,    Sir     John, 
V a  l l x  t  I  x  Ej  and  tiic  Ladies. 

VALENTINE. 

Don't  be  alarmed,  my  dearest  Florentia  ;  in 
the  tower  we  shall  be  safe. 

MISS   AIRCASTLE, 

But,  such  dreadful  threats'. 

SI  II   THOMAS. 

Heaven  will  not  always  permit  them  to  be 
put  in  execution  on  the  innocent. 

NET. 

From  the  top  of  the  turret,  to  the  left,  there 
is  a  flight  of  stairs  into  the  garden  ;    follow  me. 
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MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

Hear  what  numbers  are  pouring  in! — -How 
shall  we  get  my  poor  father  up  these  cruel  stairs? 
Ah,  heaven,  lie  falls ! 
[Shrieks;  they  carry  off"  Sir  John,  and  exeunt. 

Enter  L'Exfer  with  National  Guards. 
l'exfer. 
We  may  as  well  make  sure  of  them  to-night. 
In  the  name  of  uoerty  and  egality,  then, — break 
open  that  door,  [as  they  go  to  the  door,  en Ur 
sailors,  and  stand  apart].  Seal  up  all  the  pa- 
pers; empty  ail  the  boxes;  fill  all  your  pockets; 
and,  seize  on  everybody  in  the  castle,  as  sus- 
pected persons ;  as  scoundrel  English. 

FIRST   SAILOR. 

Scoundrel  English,   hey ! 
l'f.xfer. 
Tie   them,   neck  and   heels,    till  to-morrow 
morning. 

SECOXD  SAILOR. 

They  are  house-breakers. 

THIRD  SAILOR. 

Patriots,  you  fool ;  —  but,  that  is,  indeed,  the 
same  thing. 

l'exfer. 

Pack  them  into  one  of  their  own  carts,  and 
make  a  present  of  them  to  the  Convention.  — 
Misery  and  death,   and  a  curse  on  the  English 
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nation  is  the  order  of  the  night.     'Sow,   thep., 
for  it, 

FOURTH   SAILOR. 

Convention,   hey?    We'll  pack  some  of  you 
into  the  cart  to  keep  them  company,   however. 
Out  with  your  merry  cutlasses,  my  boys;  there'.; 
lio'ht  enough,  now,   the  moon's  got  out  a  little 
thank  ve.    Miss  Paleface. 

FIFTH    SAI  FOR. 

Dash  awa\    through   that   door  — you    ci 
miss. 

[The  patriot.?  force  the  floor  of  Sir  John's 
chaw  bur,   and  the.  guards  rush  in 

SEVENTH    SAI  EOF. 

Thev  are  throwing  in  there  three  deep.     Fol- 
low, follow,   we'll  Convention  'em  !    Old  Ik  a 
land  for  ever  !  'dors  (olloxclnn 

Valentine  and  Xed  appear  at  the  'fop  of'  o 
Toxcer  overlooking  the  Gallery. 


NED. 

As  I  hoped  to  he  saved,  your  Honour.  I 
heard  my  brother  Jack's  voice;  I  know  it  from 
a  thousand. 

S  1 '  C  0  n  n   S  A  i  I.  O  R  . 

Split   my   topsails,    if   that   was  not   hrotln 
Ned.   I  never  had  a   mother;   it  seemed  to  call 
from   aloft       YVrll,   well,    if  he  he   carmaaakd. 
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and  has  got  £/,?er£  alter  it,  he's  in  a  good  birth, 

Still., 

FOURTH    SAT  LOR. 

There's  lights,  as  if  out  of  the  chimney,  and 
somebody  looking  at  us. 

SECOND   SAI  LOR. 

Why,  I  hope  the  fellows  have  not  made  a 
chimney-sweeper  of  him :  they  take  great  li- 
berties, I  know.  Black,  themselves,  they  want 
to  be- devil  every  body  else.  Ned  —  Ned  — 
Xed  True,  hip!  halloo!  if  you  are  there,  and 
appear  to  me  in  the  shape  of  a  chimney- 
sweeper,  say  so;  in  short,  dead  or  alive,  speak. 

NED. 

Tis  he,  your  Honour.  Jack,  Jack,  my 
dear  brother  Jack,  help  us,  save  us.  This  is 
erai  castle,  but  'tis  beset  :  full  of  enemies,  but 
mostly  drunk.  My  master  has  been  robbed 
and  ruined;  and  we  are  all  here,  and  going  to 
be  murdered,  or  taken  prisoners,  at  least,  which, 
in  this  country,   is  the  same  thing. 

SECOXD   SAI  LOR. 

We  have  a  word  and  a  half  to  that  bargain. 
Stick  close  to  the  chimney,  my  boy,  a  few 
moments:  so  no  more,  at  present,  from  your 
loving  brother  till  death. 

NED. 

Are  you  alone  ? 
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second  sailor. 
No  ;  I  am  one  of  a  merry  dozen,  and  we  have 
thirteen  to  it.  We  were  wrecked,  and  thrown 
ashore  here;  but  "'tis  an  ill  wind  that  blows 
nobody  good,"  you  know.  No  more  talking-  ; 
messmates  are  all  gone  into  that  room  al- 
ready* 

NED. 

One  word  more:  as  you  can't,  by  this  light, 
tell  what  you  are  about,  don't  kill  any,  but 
only 

SECOND  SAILOR. 

Knock  'em  clown  :  enough  said.  [Exit. 

Sir  Thomas  and  Sir  John's  Party  appear  on 
the  Tower. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

What  a  signal  providence  ! 

SIR  JOHN. 

For  i) our  sakts ;  /don't  deserve  it 

VALENTINE. 

[To  Miss  Aircastle.]  Tremble  not,  my  Flo- 
rentia,   all  will  be  well. 

NED. 

I  will  run  down,  and  hear  how  they  go  on. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Better  take  the  light  with  you,  Ned  ;  it  may 
discover  us  to  the  people  of  the  town,  from  this 
height. 
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VALENTINE. 

And  the  less  noise  they  make  the  better. 

[Exit  x\ed. 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

Certainly ;  yet,  you  know,  we  axe  at  half-  a 
league's  distance  from  Havre. 

MISS   AIRCASTLE, 

Hark!   hark! 

[A  noise  of  fighting,  clashing  of  swords; 
and,  ajier,  a  cry  of  Huzza!  Old  Eng- 
land J or  ever ! 

Xed,    re-ascendins:   the   Tower,   steaks    almost 
out  of  Breath. 

NED. 

Bring  those  fellows  in  the  red  caps  and  regi- 
mentals this  way.  Lug  "em  up ;  ihe  first  that 
opens  his  jaws  dies,  you  know. 

FISRT   SAILOR. 

Would  it  not  save  trouble  to  settle  their  ac- 
count here  ? 

NED. 

No  ;  half  way  up  there  is  a  huge  sort  of  dark 
closet,  with  a  little  opening  in  the  wail.  Look  ye, 
we  are  just  at  it;  and,  hark  !  here's  a  reinforce- 
ment of  li lends  to  help  us. 

[Valentine,  Statuquo,   &;c.  dcscouL 

THIRD   SAILOR. 

Huzza  !  here's  the  hole  :  in  with  them. 

[Thrusting  in  one. 
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FOURTH    SAILOR. 

Look  ye,  Master  Red  Cap,  I  .suppose  you 
are  a  son  of  Mother  Red  Cap  ;  so,  out  of  old 
acquaintanceship,  we  take  the  liberty  to  cram 
you  ail  into  this  hole. 

[Putting  them  in  one  after  another. 

FIFTH    SAILOR. 

Where  you  may  remain  till  the  Convention  - 
cart  is  ready. 

SIXTH   sai  I. OR. 

You  shan't  want  for  company,  however,  so 
here's  the  rest  of  them. 

NED. 

That's  right.  Now,  for  the  good  of  the  French 
republic,  let  every  one  of  us  club  a  garter  or 
cord  to  fasten  them,  and  a  pocket-handker- 
chief to  gag  them,   and  then 

F  I  RST    SAILOR. 

What,   then? 

NED. 

Hi  tell  you  presently:  one  thing  at  a  time.-  - 
\They  bind  the  pat riots. .]     Now,   follow  me. 

Ll  RST  SAI  LOR. 

But  we  must  have  another  drop  of  JMiss 
J  amy.  Bones  are  heavy  luggage.   [Sailors  ascend, 

S  J  R  THOMAS. 

[Receiving  the  sailors  at  the  top  of  the  tower.] 
And  now,  my  brave  fellows,  it  is  time  you 
should  see  whom,  under  Providence,  you  have 
preserved. 
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SAILORS. 

Sir  Thomas  Steady! — and  Sir  John  Aircastle  ! 

SIR   THOMAS. 

And.  both  their  families. 

LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

And  friends  ;  —  for,  though  of  France,  such 
are  these.  [Presenting  the  Barons  family. 

SECOND   SAILOR. 

Well,  Teddy  boy :  and  now,  I  have  time 
to  shake  a  fist  with  thee.  What,  is  your  fore- 
eastle  really  fast?  [Shakes  Ned's  head.}  Tis 
J'  faith. 

VALENTINE. 

But,  the  moments  are  still  precious ;  the 
town  will  soon  be  alarmed,  the  tocsin  will  be 
sounded;  the  generate  beat ;  and  our  arrestation 
follow; — in  which,  even  our  brave  defenders 
will  be  involved,  unless  we  make  one  grand 
push  for  real  freedom,  in  the  only  laud 
where  it  is  to  be  found. 

SECOND   SAILOR. 

Few  words  are  best.  —  I  see  all  points  of  the 
matter:  we  shall  be  hanged,  or  worse,  if  we 
stay  ;  and  there  is  a  chance  that  we  may  not 
be  drowned  if  we  go  ;  so,  if  poor  Bess,  of 
Southampton,  is  not  quite  gone  to  the  bottom, 
1  vote  that  we  get  on  hoard  of  her:  so,  no 
talking,   but  along. 

VrOL.    II.  V 
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SIR  THOMAS. 

Agreed:  I'll  answer  for  every  body.  We 
must  sacrifice  property,  and  only  think  of  sa- 
ving ourselves. 

NED. 

By  these  back  stairs  we  get  into  the  garden, 
from  thence  into  the  cave. 

SECOND  SAILOR. 

Why,  that's  the  way  we  came  hither. 

[They  descend.     Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

The  Garden,     As  they  advance,   it  opens,   and 
presents  the  Cave,  and  then  the  Beach, 

Enter  Sir  Tho,mas,  and  Valentine;  Sir 
John,  Lady  and  Miss  Aircastle;  the 
Baron,  Baroness,  and  their  Family  ;  Ned 
and  his  Cat,  Statuquo,  Dick,  and  Sailors, 

first  satlor. 
Avast,  messmates  :  — we  run  foul,  in  our  pas- 
sage here,  of  some  leaky  vessels ;  if  we  should 
light  on  them  again,   are  they  to  be  taken  care 

of,  too  ? 

NED. 

He  means,    the  ci-devant  servants,    who,    I 
suppose,  are  scarcely  sober,  yet. 
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SIR  THOMAS. 

They  are  all  gone,  I  fancy. 

sir  JOHN. 
They   are  not  worth  saving,  and  my  mad- 
brained   sister  less  than  the  rest;  yet  I  must 
own  I  could  wish ■ 

SECOND   SAILOR. 

Well,  well,  if  we  pick  them  up,  we'll  e'en 
take  'em  in  tow :  they'll  serve  well  enough  for 
ballast,  this  heeling  weather. 

Til  IRD   SA  I  LOR. 

And,  if  we  should  want  to  lighten  the 
vessel,  'tis  but  heaving '  em  overboard,  you 
know. 

NED. 

As  I  live,  here  thev  all  have  2,-ot  together  in 
the  cave,  Madam  Utopia  and  all. 

[They  all  go  into  the  cave. 

FIFTH   SAILOR. 

Shiver  my  topsails,  but  they  are  in  a  fine 
pickle.    Nay,  don't  run  away,  we  are  all  friends. 

UTOPIA. 

Friends !  what,  the  friends  of 

SECOND  SAILOR. 

Hickup  and  liberty!  I  remember  you  well 
enough. 

NED. 

Hush    that  is  Madam  Utopia,    my  master's. 

sister. 

p  2 
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SECOND   SAILOR. 

Beg  pardon,  for  my  boldness  —  only  as  slit? 
was  half  seas  over,  I  could  not  think  it  was  she. 
your  Honour;  but,  gentle  or  simple,  all  must 
bear  a  hand.  [They  all  gain  the  beach. 

FIFTH   SAILOR. 

As  I  live,  my  lads,  the  wind  has  chopped 
about.  Splice  my  shrouds,  'tis  as  fair  for  Old 
England  as  it  can  blow. 

SIXTH   SAI  LOR. 

Whistle  It  up  a  little  — whew,  whew,  whew: 
and  see,  see,  Betty  is  above  water,  and  the  jolly- 
boat  is  alive,  and  just  where  we  left  her:  in,  in, 
in,   shipmates ;  no  time  for  compliments  now. 
[Sir  John's  party  go  into  a  boat,   Utopia 
and  hers  stand  upon  the  beach. 

NFL. 

Ods  rabbit  her,  my  cat  has  jumped  out  of 
my  hand  :    I  must  after  her. 

[Jumps  out,  and  exit. 

S  I  [t  THOMAS. 

[From  the  boa L\  Look  ye,  Madam,  I  have 
but  a  few  moments  to  address  you  and  your  pre- 
cious suite,  and  even  those  bestowed  at  the  hazard 
of  our  lives.  U  if,  by  the  express  commission 
of  heaven,  u  v  ate  about  to  escape  iron)  a  land 
of  th e  mast  absolute  slavery  and  most  despotic 
lyraiunj  on  the  face  of  the  globe;  call  it  by 
-  'h;;t  names  vou  pis  ;.•''.    that  is  \\>.  real  eharac- 
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ter,  as  sooner  or  later  will  be  seen.  I  doubt 
not  that  the  same  Power,  who  lias  favoured 
us  in  thus  quitting  its  blood-stained  shore,  will 
assist  us  in  gaining  our  own  unpolluted  and 
thrice- blessed  coast !  but,  whether  it  does  or 
not,  we  are  resolved  to  make  the  experiment, 
and  rather  die  on  the  waters  than  revisit  such  a 
land !  Disloyal  to  your  king,  false  to  your 
country,  faithless  to  your  protectors,  you  merit 
not  even  the  chance  of  being  delivered,  a  truth 
your  hearts  must  tell  you;  yet,  unworthy  as 
you  are,  some  of  you  may  have  been  misled  :  it 
rests  with  one  and  all  to  accompany  us,  or  to 
remain.  An  English  sailor  never  yet  refused  to 
save  even  a  sinking  enemy  in  danger;  and, 
therefore,  I'll  answer  for  these,  our  brave  de- 
livers,  ratifying  my  promise. 

SAILORS. 

Aye,  aye,  in  or  out,  just  as  they  like;  but 
see,  we  are  losing  the  precious  gale,  and  the 
morning  is  getting  up :  the  boats  from  the 
haven  will  be  in  motion,  so.  in  or  out  at  it- 
word. 

S  J  U   XII 031  AS, 

What  say  you  : 

[Several  of  than  confer  together. 

DICK. 

I  say,   for  mvself.   gardener,   and  Mr>.  Trim- 


214  HAIL  fellow!   well  met! 

ming,    that    we    are    ashamed    of    ourselves, 

and 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Save  yourselves  now,  and  try  to  deserve  it 
afterwards. 

{They  get  into   the  boat  while  the  sail  is 
setting. 

SIR  JOHN. 

And  what  say  you,  sister  ? 

UTOPIA. 

I  say,  that  you  are  all  a  pack  of  infamous  run- 
away aristoerates  !  and  that  /,  my  brother  Will 
here,  Suds,  Shark,  Tadpole,  and  the  rest,  not 
only  think  it  our  duty,   but  our  delight  to 

WILL. 

Remain  in  this  free  land  amongst  our  true 
republican  friends ;  but  we  think  it  our  duty  to 
make  them  acquainted  with  your  treason. 

Re-enter  Ned  with  his  Cat. 

NED. 

I  have  got  her  —  here  she  is.  What,  you  stay 
behind,  do  you?  Well,  if  you  go  into  Dead- 
men's  Hole,  as  we  call  it,  on  the  tower  stairs, 
you  will  find  some  friends  to  keep  your  com- 
pany. I  beg  your  Honour's  pardon;  but, 
though  the  rascals  ought  to  die,  as  I  have  got 
thus  far  clear  of  man's  blood.  I  don't  wish 
to 
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SIR   JOHN. 

I  feel  your  motive,  honest  creature. 

SECOND  SAILOR. 

I 'Pushing  the  boat  off.']     Huzza  !    England 
for  ever ! 

UTOPIA,    will,   &c. 
[From  the  shore.]     Vive  le   nation  I  Vive  la 
republique  ! 

third  sailor. 
[Steering.']     What's  that? 

NED. 

That !    O  that's   live  robbers,    and  keep  the 
devil  amongst  us  ! 

SIR  JOHN. 

Foolish,  foolish  woman,  my  heart  aches  for 
her,  still. 

\They  gain  the  vessel,  weigh  anchor,  hoist 
the  sails,  and  get  under  way,  during 
which  time  they  sing  Rule  Britannia,  $£. 
—  The  scene  shuts. 
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SCENE  THE  LAST. 

An  Apartment  in  Aircastle- Lodge. 

Enter  Sir  Tho3ias,   Lady  and  Miss  Aircas* 

T  L  E,    and  V  A  L  L  N  T  I  >'  E. 

S  I  R   T  1 1  O  M  A  S . 

What  a  glorious  passage  ! 

VALEXT]  XE. 

"We  may  truly  say, 

"  The  winds  did  seem  to  kiss  our  sails 
To  make  our  vessel  swift." 

LADY  AIRCASTLE. 

How,   Sir,   are  we  to  express  ourselves  ! 

MISS  AIRCASTLE. 

O.  Valentine,  help  me  to  thank  you  as  I 
ought ! 

SIR   TliOMAS. 

Our  recompense  must  he  to  see  you  as  happy 
as  you  deserve     llm\-  tares  Sir  John? 

I  .AD  V    A  I  K  CAST  I.E. 

Speechless  with  shame,  confusion,  and  joy. 
You  told  him  his  house  v.  as  dismantled,  and 
we  find  nothing  displaced. 

M  ISS   A  I  KCAST  LE. 

That  cruel  creditors  had  possession  ;  and  we 
rind  none  hut  some  of  your  own  people  to  take 
rare  of  them  ' 
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LADY   AIRCASTLE. 

Generous,  generous,  Sir  Thomas !  yet  have 
■we  not  still  to  tremble  for  my  poor  husband's 
offences  against  the  State?  But  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Sr r  Joh  n,  supported  by  Ned  and  Statu- 
quo;  The  Baron,  Baroness,  and  Family, 
<§c.   fyc. — Sir  John  covers-  his  Face  with  his 

Hands. 

SIR   JOHN. 

It  is  thus  a  man  ought  to  approach  his  injured 
family  and  friends. 

SIR    THOMAS. 

[The  rest  opening  •  their  arms.']  And  'tis 
thus  forgiving  families  and  friends  ought  to 
receive  him  !  Sir  John,  yours  has  been  too  long 
a  blindness:  the  bandage  is  now  taken  from  your 
eyes,  and  you  open  them  to  the  best  of  pur- 
poses,— to  your  own  conviction  of  mistake,  and 
to  the  power  of  convincing  others,  should  you 
find  them  in  your  own  country. 

SIR    JOHN. 

As  I  have  been  long  blind,  so  do  I  now  seem 
speechless  ! — scarce  a  word  is  left  me  to  thank 
vou.  my  dear  old  friend  !  —  but  I  deliver  myself 
up  to  your  custody,  with  all  my  soul. 

SIR    THOMAS. 

Say  you  so,  Sir  John?  then  I  will  be  respon- 
sible   for  your  future   conduct.     Your  former 
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behaviour,  and  the  loyalty  of  a  long  race  of 
worthy  ancestors,  will  plead, ';  trumpet- tongued" 
with  all  rational  men,  and  with  the  best  of  kings, 
for  your  pardon. 

STATU  QUO. 

I'll  tell  your  Honour  what  will  plead  still 
stronger — my  dear  master's  own  conviction ; 
for,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  his  new-fangled 
system  has  deprived  him  of  every  comfort 
he  enjoyed  before  its  adoption.  His  dinners 
have  been  ///  cooked,  or  not  cooked  at  all ;  his 
house  has  been  in  an  uproar;  his  coffers  have 
been  emptied,  so  has  his  wardrobe.  Before  he 
was  a  French  patriot,  he  was  the  master  of  every 
man  ;  and  since,  every  man  has  been  master  of 
him :  and  all  his  servants  have,  with  their 
places,  lost  their  honesty  and  their  content. 

SIR    JOHN. 

Set  me  but  where  I  was ;  intercede  with  my 
injured  wife  to  forgive  me ;  sanction  the  choice 
of  my  daughter,  by  giving  her  your  worthy  son  ; 
procure  me  the  pardon  of  an  honest,  sober  set 
of  men,  whom  I  forced  to  be  fools  and  rogues; 
treat  my  mad  experiment  only  as  a  wild,  extra- 
vagant dream  (out  of  which  I  am  awakened 
by  a  shock  of  conviction  ;)  and  may  bad  dinners. 
and  worse  company,  and  the  general  confusion 
in  which  1  have  lived  for  the  last  twelvemonths, 
return    to  plague   me,   (as  I  perceive    it  must 
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plague  every  man  who  adopts  it,  in  this  or 
any  other  country)  if  I  relapse  into  republi- 
canism ! 

NED. 

Kneeling — the  other  servants  follow  his  exam- 
ple.]    Accept  our  services,  we  ask  no  more. 

SIR  JOHN. 

[Raising  them.]     Agreed — agreed — agreed. 

SIR  THOMAS. 

I  pledge  myself  for  the  restoration  of  every 
thing;  and,  as  a  first  measure,  I  commit  the 
generous  wife  into  your  arms,  Sir  John;  and 
the  no  less  generous  daughter  I  give  to  you,  my 
son  :  and  as  to  the  family  bond  that  I  have 
against  you,  why,  in  order  to  insure  you  real 
freedom,  we  will  boil  the  kettle  with  it  on 
Valentine's  wedding-day  ! 

SIR  JOHN. 

I  do  not  often  weep,  Sir  Thomas,  but,  on  this 
occasion,  the  tears  of  shame  and  joy  over- 
whelm me  ! 

SIR   THOMAS. 

For  the  rest : — be  this  maxim  indelible,  Sir 
.1  olm.  The  heavens  above,  and  the  earth  be- 
neath, are  supported  only  by  ORDER.  A 
truth  that  is  ratified  by  the  voice  of  nature 
and  of  reason;  nor  can  feeble  man  violate  it 
with  impunity. 
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statu  quo. 
In  other  words,  your  Honour,  let   the  cook 
dress  the  dinner  and  the  master  pay  for  it,  lie, 
he,  he  !   and  if  I  have,  therefore,  he,  he,  he'd  too 
often,  pray  forgive  me. 

VALENTINE. 

Let  the  cook  have  as  wholesome  a  meal  as  his 
master 

STATU  QUO. 

But  let  one  keep  in  his  kitchen,  and  the  other 
in  his  parlour;  then  shall  I  he.  he,  he !  for  the  rest 
of  my  life — and  your  Honour  will  keep  me 
company. 

SIR   THOMAS. 

Yes,  'tis  clear,  that  whoever  is  out  of  his 
place,  my  honest  friend,  is  out  of  his  happiness. 
In  this  BLESSED  ISLE,  the  poorest  subject  is 
better  protected  in  his  liberty,  his  property,  and 
his  life,  than  he  could  be  by  any  violent  changes 
in  his  condition  :  nor  is  it  more  beautiful  than 
it  is  true,  that 

e<  Just  experience  tells,  in  every  soil, 
Tlud  those  who  think  must,  govern  those  who  toil: 
And  all  that  Freedom's  highest  claims  can  reach., 
Is  but  to  lay  proportion'  d  loads  on  each  : 
Hence,  should  one  order  disprooortioivd  crov.  . 
Its  doubie  weight  must  nun  ail  be'e^.v." 
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SIR  JOHN. 

In  the  full  and  feeling  conviction  of  which,  it 
is  with  all  my  heart  that  1  agree  to  a  counter- 
revolution in  my  family,  and  seal  my  solemn 
recantation  with  what,  till  within  this  last  fran- 
tic year,  has  been  my  favourite  song— and  who 
that  hears  will  refuse  to  join  in  chorus  ? 

"   God  save  great  George  our  king,"  fyc. 

[To  a  full  band,  and  universal  chorus. 
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O  P  E  li  A. 


91 


HE  beautiful  antient  ballad  of  tlie 
"Nut-brown  Maid/' supposed  to  be  written 
nearly  three  hundred  years  ago;  and  Priors 
excellent  modernisation  and  enlargement 
of  it,  have  never  yet,  I  believe,  been  the 
subject  of  a  full  English  Opera:  and,  in- 
deed, very  slightly  touched  even  in  de- 
tached scenes,  though  wonderfully  drama- 
tic in  their  nature  and  circumstances.  The 
Author  therefore  fastened  on  it  with 
greater  pleasure. 

v"  O  L .    L I .  Q 
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As  much  use  has  been  made,  both  of 
the  original  ballad  and  Prior's  paraphrase, 
as  could  be  brought  into  a  dramatic 
piece;  not  only  in  regard  to  the  inci- 
dents, but  the  poetry.  They  were  thought 
too  admirable  to  be  lost,  whenever  any 
part  of  them  could  be  accommodated  to 
the  drama,  either  in  aid  of  the  dialogue, 
or  songs.  The  borrowed  songs  are  indeed 
few,  but  exquistely  beautiful,  and  marked 
with  an  *. 

Profiting  by  the  spirit  of  the  times  in 
which  Henry  and  Emma  were  supposed 
to  flourish,  the  Author  has  been  able  to 
introduce  personages  new,*  he  believes,  to 
the  theatre,  in  the  characters  of  the  anti- 
cnt  minstrel  and  harper,  who,  as  the  most 
ingenious  of  our  poetical  antiquarians, 
Dr.    Percy,  informs  us,   were  retained   in 

*  Since  the  opera  was  finished,  the  Author  under- 
stands thai  a  minstrel  has  been  introduced  in  the  opera, 
v-1  (  auir  lie  Lion :  but  ver\  uncharacteristically  dressed, 
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great  and  noble  families,  so  late  as  the 
reign  of  ±i^)\yv  the  Eighth,  and  continued 
down  to  the  reign  of  Elizabeth;  who  was 
herself  entertained  at  KiiI:no;wcrth-castle 
by  an  antient minstrel:  so  that  the  period 
of  time  in  which  they  are  brought  into 
this  opera  is  correct,  as  to  date:  neither 
is  the  unity  of  place  less  strictly  proba- 
ble. From  the  earliest  ages  down  to  the 
decline  of  their  popularity,  it  was  their 
custom  to  frequent  the  Lueses  oi  the  great, 
on  all  public  occasions. 

In  the  bloom  of  their  art,  their  itine- 
rant profession  was  held  in  the  utmost 
veneration.  Our  great  king  riured  as- 
sumed it,  when,  in  the  character  of  a  min- 
strel, taking  his  harp  in  ins  hand,  and  one 
of  his  most  trusty  friends  disguised  as  a 
servant,  or  harp-bearer,  he  went  into  the 
Danish  camp.  And,  indeed,  so  long  as 
chivalry  lasted,  the  minstrels  wore  pro- 
tected and  caressed,  because  their  music 
Q   (2 
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tended  to  do  honour  to  the  ruling  passion 
of  1  he  times,  and  to  encourage  and  foment 
a  martial  spirit.  The  songs  they  used 
to  sing,  even  when  the  art  lost  much 
of  its  reputation,  were  of  their  own 
composing. 

The  dresses,  with  a  trifling  variation,  to 
adapt  them  to  the  necessary  disguise  oi 
the  persons  who  assume  the  characters, 
are  thus  accurately  described  by  a  writer 
who  was  present  at  Killingworth-castle  : 
and,  as  it  gives  so  distinct  an  idea  of  the 
characters,  here  shall  follow  the  passage 
at  large. 

"  A  person  very  meet  seemed  he  for  the 
purpose;  apparelk-d  partly  as  he  would 
himseif;  his  head  rounded  tonseruise,  lair 
k:Mnbed;  his  beard  smugly  shaven,  and 
yei  his  Miiri  alter  the  new  trink,  with 
lair  -■  i  \u  d.  sleeked,  and  glistering 
h  .  ■■     ■     liCw   shoes   marshalled  in 

L'   ■  h  a  selling  stick  and  strut. 
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that  every  ruff  stood  up  like  a  wafer.     A 

side  gown  of  Kendale    green,    alter  the 

freshness  of  the  year,  new  gathered  at  the 

neck,  with  a  narrow  gorget  fastened  afore 

with  a  white  clasp,  and  a  keeper  elose  up 

to  the  chin,  but  easily  for  heat  to  undo 
when  he  list,      lie  was  seemly  begirt  in  a 

red  cadis  girdle,  from  that,  a  pair  of  cap- 
ped Sheilield  knives  hanging  a  two  sides, 
out  of  his  bosom  drawn  forth,  a  lappet  of 
his  napkin,  edged  with  a  lace,  and  marked 
with  1),  lor  batman,  for  he  was  but  a 
bachelor,  yet. 

"  His  g  >wn  had  side  sleeves  down  to 
mid-leg,  slit  from  the  shoulder  to  the 
hand,  and  lined  with  white  cotton;  his 
doublet  sleeves  of  black  worsted;  upon 
them  a  pair  of  points  of  tawny  chamblet, 
laced  along  the  wrist  with  blue  threaden 
poinets,  awealt  towards  the  hand  of  fus- 
tian-a-napes;  a  pair  of  red  leather  stocks, 
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a  pair  of  pumps  on  his  feet,  with  a  cross 
ci  t  at  his  e^es  for  corm ;  m/i  new  indeed, 
but  clean]}'  blacked  with  soo-\  and  shin- 
ing as  a  sho.:  ing  horn. 

"  About  lus  neck  a  y2l\  riband  suitable 
to  his  girdle,  his  han  i..  :  iod  ^race  de- 
pendent before  him;  lee  si  tied  to  a  -rcen 
lace,  and  hanging  by.  Lndcr  the  gorget 
of  his  gown,  a  fa.r  riag?;on  chain  pewter 
for  silver,  a  \  a  Sc;  an  :-;..;:s  :'?  i  or  .\  Middle- 
sex that  travelkd  the  country  this  sum- 
mer season,  unto  fair  and  wcrshiofnl 
men's  houses.  ;  r  r<n  hi;-.  <  haiu  hung  a 
scutcheon,  with  metal  ami  colom  -  resplen- 
dent upon  his  breast,  of  the  antient  anus 
of  Islington." 

The  variation  in  ids  dress  is,  that,  instead 
of  the  batlitkr  Damian,  Lcurar  is  made  an 
antient  man,  by  giving  him  a  heard,  winch 
the  aged  minsiiels  wtie  allowed  to  wear, 
to  disguise  himself  irorn  the  "  .Nut-brown 
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Maid :"  yet  ho  retains  his  batchelor's  name 
of  Damian,  in  the  opera. 

The  ceremony  of  introduction,  were 
those  scenes  to  be  acted,  might  be  regu- 
lated on  the  staoo  bv  what  follows: — • 
"  The  minstrel,  after  three  lowly  curtsies, 
cleared  his  voice  with  an  hem,  tempered 
a  string  or  two  with  his  wrist,  and  after  a 
little  warbling  on  his  harp  for  a  prelude^ 
come  forth  with  a  song/' 

The  aera  of  introducing  the  minstrel  and 
harper  in  this  drama  is  between  the  period 
of  their  not  being  held  in  veneration,  and 
that  of  their  being  adjudged  to  be  punish- 
ed as  sturdy  beggars,  by  a  statute  in  the 
thirty -ninth  of  Elizabeth :  a  middle  period, 
when  they  retained  some  of  their  respect, 
and  yet  were  not  so  sacred  as  to  preclude 
the  merriment  of  Trundle,  in  his  harper 
disguise. 

By  way  of  underplot,  is  interwoven 
with  the  main  tale  of  this  opera,  a  story 
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called   "  Argcntile   and  Curan ,"  founded 
on    a    most    beautiful   antient    historical 
poem,  written  about  the  time1  of  the  Nut- 
brown  .Maid.    The  testimony  borne  to  the 
honour  of  this  legend,  which  is  an  episode 
from    "  Albion's    English,'    by    William 
A)  arner,   i%  "  that  it  is  a  tale  full  of  beau- 
tiful incidents  in  the   romantic  taste;  ex- 
tremely affecting,  rich  in  ornament,  won- 
derfully   various   in  style,  and,    in   short, 
one  of  the  most   beautiful  pastorals  to  be 
met  with."     To   this  eulogium,   says   Dr. 
Percy,  nothing  can  be  objected:   and.  as 
much     of    its    native    beauty   has    been 
preserved    in    the     drama     as    could    be 
admitted. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


1  HERE  are  sonic  curious  liistoriettes  con- 
nected with  this  drama,  likewise;  and.  without 
deviating  one  tittle  from  the  plain  matter  of 
fact, 

li  I  could  around  unvarnished  tale  deliver/' 

which  would  exhibit  scenes  and  scenery  in 
many  respects  new  to  the  gentry  btjurc  the 
curtain,  yet  as  old  as  the  art  of  acting  and  ma- 
naging to  those  behind  it ; 

"   But  1  am  i  or  bid 

To  tell  the  secrets  of  the  prison-house:" 

\  ea,   and  of  the  play-house,,  also. 

And,  so,  as  my  "  spirit  is  no  longer  per- 
turbed "  about  it,  we  will  turn  over  a  new  leaf, 
mid-  in  perfect  good  humour,   begin  the  Opera. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


HENRY, 


SIR  ERROLD, 


DRACO, 


TRUNDLE, 


MEN. 

A  Lover  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid,  un- 
der the  Name  of  Henry,  and  various 
di  guises, — ardent,  impassioned,  and 
enterprising. 

An  old  En.;lisL  Baron.  Brave,  generous, 

|      h^spitafle.      Living    in    Lis    Castle 

with    all  iiie  Dignity  of  the  Charac- 

'      tor,  as  sustained  in  the  Halls  of  our 

Ancestors. 

A  S.  rt  oi  Squire  and  humble  Friend  ; 
whose  Ancestors  have  always  lived 
with  Sir  Enoid;  and  saved  an  honest 
Independence,  yet  stiil  attached  to 
the  Baron's  Family.  Fond  of  the  Chi- 
valry oi  the  Times  past,  and  lament- 
ing its  Decline  ;  supporting  the  Ro- 
mance of  a  Squire's  Character  with 
ludicrous  and  laughable  Solemnity. 

A  similar  Sort  of  Squire  to  Earl  Edgar: 
loving  Mirth,  yet  detecting  all  Frolics 
attended  with  Hazard;  execrating 
Chivairy,  and,  in  every  Respect,  a 
Contra- 1  to  Draco:  in  Love  with 
Cristabelle. 


L 


SIR  TOPAZ, 
SIH  BUGLE, 
SIRHEADbOTTLE,  f 
SIR  HUGH,  J 


Barons,  in  Love  with  the  Nut-brown 

Maid. 


23D  dkamatis   per  son"  s., 


CVU  w  S  Pr'ncPOt"  r>anskee,  disguised  a?  a  --■ 

i       herd,  under  the  Name  of  I'fanv 

1T,X.„  C  His  Friend,  under  the  Name  of  Suhan 

ARNO,  > 

t       disguised  as  a  Neatherd. 


WOMEN. 

EMMA,  The  Nut-Brown  Maid. 

Her     Friend    and    Attendant:     rnr 
parted.     The  DuHn<  a   of  Draco  : 
CRISTABELLC.  ■/      sometimes  hum 

Chivalrv.    and    sometimes    on 

Princess     of    Dina,     disguised    as 


ARGENTILE, 


i 


/'rnncess     of     Ihna,     disguised    a-    tne 
.'      Shepherdess  of  the  Glen,   umh 
/      Name  of  l.dith. 


Sereral  Ladies  in  the  Train  of  the  Nut-Brown    M/*:ct;, 
Villager*,  <Nc.   ($c. 

The  Scene  ?'•)  laid  in  ~Errohl-Ca*tk,  avd  <>  '  '7/7<_>,  adjoin-,,    f 
c^  fV  Cn/'tluence  '■>  the  Ti  vms  on'X  his. 
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ACT  I. 


s  c  i; 


A  spacious  Garden,  with  a  Viexv  of  an  antient 
Gothic  Castle  and  other  Marks  of  a  Family 
Mansion. — San  rising  ;  Birds  singing. 

["Castle  clock  strikes. 

Eiiter  Sir  Errold. 

V/njv  two,  three,  four,  five — In  g'ood  hour 
have  I  risen. — In  the  'decline  of  life,  the  breath 
oi'  Aurora  is  the  best  cordial  an  old  man  can 
take;  —  He  feels  it  at  his  heart; --His  spirits  are 
renewed,  and  he  seems  to  enjoy  the  renovation 
of  youth- — jjut — but  where  is  my  child?— my 
Nut-brown  Maid  ? — She  used  to  meet  me  at  this 
fragrant  hour  on  the  lawn :  and,   while  others 
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were  asleep,  we  were  not  ashamed  to  pour  forth 
our  adoration,  as  in  Paradise,  al  the  bower  of 
Adam  !— And  where  too  is  Draco,  who  is  wont 
to  shew  himself  before  the  first  sun-beam?  — 
Hark  !  do  I  not  hear  his  gleeful  voice  carroilins: 
through  the  shrubbery  r 

Draco  singing,   (hid  amongst  a  cluster  of 
shrubs). 

While  flowering  thorns  are  pearly  O, 

I,  like  the  lark, 

[Lark  whistles ;  music  corresfonainc- 

Hark  !   hark  I    hark  ! 
I,  like  the  lark,,  rise  early  O. 

SIR    ERROLD. 

Yes.   there  he  is,  heart- whole  and  care  tree. 
— Again  \-  -111  retire  and  listen. 

Draco  sings.     (Retires  behind  some  bushes.) 

On  down  their  peases  steeping  O, 
While  drowsy  sots  are  sleeping  O. 
I,  like  the  lark, 

[Js  before, 
tlark!   hark!    haik  ' 
Or  the  linnet  sweet, 

\  Linmt  whistles;  music  correspond. 
Tweete,  tweetc,  tweete, 
Thus  sing  my  song  of  greeting  O, 
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f Coming  from   the  shrubs,  with  a  bundle  of 

fioiitrsf     Aye,  that's  my  maxim,  and  I  expect 

to  he  a  blithe  boy  tiii  I  am  as  old  ac,  an  oak  for  it. 

Fine  folks  wither  before  they  have  done  growing, 

though,  they  are  nursed  in  hot- beds. 

[Draco  not  seeing  Sir  Errold. 

But, 

[Coming  rustling  through  the  slirubbery. 

While  flow'ring  thorns  are  pearly  O, 

See, 

[Shakes  the  dew  from  the  bundle  ofjlozvtrs. 

Up  rises  little  Draco  O, 
And 

Then  he  bids  the  sun  good  morrow  O. 

Good  Morrow- — 

[Bozcing  to  the  sun. 


With  a  heyday,  hoop  and  halloo  O, 
Soon  as  the  lark, 


Hark!  hark!  hark! 
And  the  linnet  sweet, 

Tweete,  tweete,  tweete, 
Their  little  beds  forsake  O. 


{As  before, 
[As  before. 


And  so,  now  to  make  up  my  bouquets  for 
Emma,  the  Nut-brown  Maid  ;  for  little  Edith, 
my  Shepherdess  of  the  Glen;  and  Cristabelle, 
the  queen  of  my  inclinations, 
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■SIR    ERROLD. 

\Comuig  forward.]  So,  Draco,  yon  liavc1 
got  the  start  of  me,  and  have  paid  your  orisons 
to  mirth  already. 

DBACO. 

Orisons-— Sir  Knight!  why  ever  since  that 
gentleman  began  to  open  his  eves  I  have  been 
preparing  myself  for  the  business  of  this  import- 
ant day  in  the  held  of  glory. 

[Pointing  to  the  sun. 

ST  It    ERROLD. 

The  held  of  glory  ! 

DRACO. 

Learning  to  defend  myself  when  there  is  no- 
body kind  enough  to  attack  me!  Planning 
great  achievements  when  the  devil  of  any  thing 
is  there  bur  my  own  shadow  to  cope  withal. 
Ha )-d  fate  ! 

SIR    ERKOLD, 

What,    still    concerned    for    the   honour  of 

knighthood,    ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

DRACO. 

Knighthood  !  aye,  and  squirehood  too  !  Why, 
[  have  been  tilting  at  the  most  giant-looking 
trees  in  your  Worship's  park,  till  every  trem- 
bling leaf  seemed  to  cry  out  for  quarter!  Hah  ! 
hah! 

[lie  puis  himself  into  a  posture  of  J.  ' 
and  tilts. 
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sir  erroi.d. 

Ma,    ha,    ha!  why  I  see  you  have  gained  a 

complete  and  signal  victory  over  my  pinks  and 

roses  already,  and  are  returning  in  triumph  with 

your  crown  of  laurels.    [Pointing  to  the  flowers. 

DRACO. 

[Taking  a  laurel-branch  from  the  bundle,  and 
looking  at  it.]  Laurels!  no,  Sir  Knight,  yours 
are  the  laurels:  mine  are  stinted,  I  cannot  get  a 
sprig:  not  so  much  as  this.  [Throws  down  the 
bough.]  Hard  fate!  I  was  horn  for  great 
things,  and  yet  must  live  and  die  like  a  little 
fellow. 

SIR    ERROLD. 

Aye,  now  he  is  in  for  a  fit  of  chivalry,  and 
heaven  knows  how  I  shall  rouse  him. 

DRACO, 

[lllto  has  been  musing  and  setting  himself  on 
the  defensive.]  "  And  the  knight  of  the  flam- 
ing sword  met  the  night  of  the  sun."  O  for 
some  ohject  to  try  the  prowess  of  this  valiant 
arm!  Is  there  no  friend  that  will  do  me  the 
favour  to  be  my  enemy? 

SIR    ERROLD. 

The  fit  is  very  strong  on  him,  indeed,  to-day. 

DRACO. 

[Still  musing.]     A  tree  is  but  a  tree ;  what 
availeth  it  if  one  cuts  him  down  —  why  there  is 
an  end  of  him. 
vol.    II, 


o  to 
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SIR    Ell  R  OLD. 

F  Aside.  ]  I  must  humour  him. — That's  bravely 
said,  Draco:  but  consider  this  is  the  anniver- 
sary of  my  glorious  Edward's  victories*  which 
1  always  celebrate;  for  I  have  drawn  blood  iu 
those  wars. 

DRACO. 

blood  !  Sir  Knight  !  aye  and  fury  !  Edward's 
victories!  My  soul's  on  fire.  Three  nights  have 
these  things  kept  me  waking. 

SIR.    ERROLD. 

And.  what  is  yet  more  glorious  to  a  true  squire, 
consider  too  thus  is  the  birth-day  of  the  fairest 
lady  that  ere  was  fetched  from  hall  to  bower, 
the  Nat-brown  Maid. 

DRACO. 

The  Nut-brown  Maid  i  O  that  I  could  see  the 
caitiff  that  should  wrong  her !  I  would  extermi- 
nate him  from  the  face  of  the  earth.     I  would— 

[Till big  violently. 

SIR    ERROLD. 

[In  raptures.']  I  know  thou  wouldst,  good 
fellow;  give  me  tin  hand.  I  forgive  thee  ad 
thy  rage  of  knighthood,  for  the  love  of  this 
darling  of  m\  heart. 

DRACO. 

[ll'ith  infinite  glee.]  1  have  mack1  a  song 
about  her;  and  the  whole  village,  man,  bird, 
and  bea^t   arc  in   training  to  sing  it.      It  shall 
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be  quite  a  parish  affair;  the  black  gen- 
try of  the  rookery  shall  caw  it ;  the  old  hens 
shall  cluck  it  to  their  chiek-a-bids ;  Ringwood 
shall  teach  it  "to  all  the  bow  wows  of  the  ken- 
nel; poll  the  parrot  shall  get  every  word  of  it 
by  rcfe;  and  the  very  piggy- wiggys  shall  grunt 
it,  till  it  is  chorused  by  all  the  kit-cats,  and 
other  domestics  of  the  family. 

SON  G. 

Let  bards  praise  their  fiddles  and  harps, 

Their  fingering  and  thumbing, 
Their  fiats,  and  their  octaves,  and  sharps; 
What  is  it  but  strumming?  ^ 

Strumming  and  mumming, 
Mumming,  humdru mining, 
Fingering  and  thumbing  ? 
Din«"  dono;, 
Sing  song, 
Lack  a  day, 
Children's  play, 
Compared  to  the  song  little  Draco  has  made, 
On  Emma,  sweet  Emma,  the  Nut-brown  Maid. 

From  gruff  Gaffer  Pan,  to  Apollo 

And  all  his  nine  lasses, 
Great  gods,  little  goddesses  follow, 
I'll  prove  ye  but  asses; 
Master  Jove  and  his  queen 
Not  fit  to  be  seen: 
Lack  a  day, 
Baby's  play, 
v    ° 
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Compared  to  the  song  little  Draco  has  made, 
Compared  to  sweet  Emma,  the  Nut-brown  Maid. 

And  as  to  your  Hymens,  and  Cupids  with  wings, 

And  such  sort,  of  things, 
About  whom  the  poetmen  make  such  a  ni-c. 

Just  to  fill  up  their  purse  : 

And  be— 

Fingering  and  thumbing, 
What  is  it  but  strumming:' 
Strumming  and  mumming, 
M  umming,  humdrumming, 
Ding  dong, 
Sing  song, 
Compared  to  the  song  little  Draco  has  made, 
Compared  to  sweet  Emma,  the  Nut-brown  Maid, 

SIR    ERROLD, 

[JVJw  had  rapturously  joined  on  the  returns  of 
the  song.]  Bravo!  bravo!  excellent!  Every 
thing-  within  ten  miles  of  the  castle  shall  chorus 
Draco's  song-  of  the  Kut-brozcn  Maid. 

DRACO. 

And  now,  Sir  Knight,  we  will,  with  your 
leave,  go  and  serenade  the  pretty  lie-a-beds, 
Emma  and  Cristabelle,  not  forfeiting  the 
little  Shepherdess  of  the  Glen,  who,  ere  this,  is 
tripping  round  her  valleys,  innocent  and  lively 
as  one  of  her  lambs,  and  sweet  as  the  flowers 
that  grow  about  her  cottage. 
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sir  err  old. 
Along,  then  ;  my  heart  beats  the  tune  in  every 
iibre; — for  as  to — 

Their  fingering  and  thumbing, 

Egad  it  has  brought  me  to  sing,   for  the  first 
time  in  my  life — 

Their  fingering  and  thumbing;, 

DRACO. 

What  is  it  but  strumming, 
Strumming  and  mumming  ? 

SIR    ERROLD. 

Mumming,  humdrumming, 
Compared  to  the  song  of  my  Nut-brown  Maid! 

I)  r  a  c  o . 
Compared  to  the  song  of  your  Nut-brown  Maid  ! 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  II. 

Changes  f^  a  grand  Entrance  before  the  Cas- 
tle. A  large  Gothic  arched  Gateway  opening 
to  it. 

Enter  Henry  in  the  Dress  of  an  antient  Mhi- 
st re/,  and  Trundle  as  hid  Harper. 

N.  B.   For  the  six  divssts  proper  to  be  worn,  see  the  descrip- 
tion in  the  Intruduct.jr-,  Rcni-i/ks. 


HENRY. 

[A  few  strains  on  their  harps  as  they  enter.] 
Well,  Trundle,  here  we  are  arrived  betimes,  and 
habited  in  our  proper  dresses,  to  carry  on  our 
plan.  I  a  minstrel,  and  you  my  harp-bearer; 
volunteer  musicians,  who  are  welcome  wherever 
they  go. 

TRUNDLE. 

Welcome,  go  where  one  will.  Trod.  I  like 
the  joke;  and  so,  now  we  are  in  our  disguises, 
who  would  suppose  that  I  was  little  Trundle,  a 
private  gentleman,  and  you,  the  love-bewildered 
Squire  Henry? 

HENRY. 

True:  but  you  must  from  {.his  time  forward 
forget  both  those  names,  and  remember  only, 
that  I  am  Damian,  the  minstrel,  and  you.  Sea- 
jnaadro,   my  friend  and  harper. 
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TRUNDLE. 

Scamanclro  am  I?  Eeod,  just  what  your 
ruinstrelship  pleases.  Make  me  welcome,  keep 
me  out  of  danger,  and  1  am  as  merry  as  a  grig. 
And  pray,  Master  Damian,  what  are  you  and 
Scamandro  to  do  here,  in  this  same  comical 
chess?  Go  over  my  lesson  once  more,  if  you 
please. 

L  ENRY. 

This  castle,  thou  knowest,  contains  all  that  is 
precious  to  my  soul. 

TRU  XT)  I.E. 

And  all  that  is  good  for  my  body  too;  I  hope. 

UEX  RY 

It  is  the  residence  of  beauty  and  virtue. 

TRU  XDI.L 

No  doubt,  there  must  be  the  best  fruit  and 
venison  in  that  promising  mansion :  I  like  the 
look  of  it, 

HENRY. 

Fruit  and  venison  !  Gross  monster  !  It  is  the 
castle  of  my    dearest  Emma,    the  Nut-brown 

Maid,  who  has  given  me  a  thousand  testimonies 
of  her  tenderness, 

TRUNDLE. 

And  yet  you  are  not  satisfied? 

HENRY. 

No;  I  would  have  proofs  accumulate  on 
proofs. 
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TRUNDLE. 

Very  reasonable,  upon  my  word  I 

HENRY. 

A  woman  who  has  made  her  choice  should 
reject  all  that  the  world  can  offer;  and  a  man 
cannot  be  too  cautious.  Marriage,  Trundle, 
is  an  affair  for  life  and  death. 

SONG, 

ALTERED   l"RO.Al    PRIOTt, 

Though  Henry  is  her  present  flame, 
Will  Emma  ever  be  the  same: 

Ah,  may  not  others  gain  her  youth: 
Smooth  summer  seas  are  changed  by  winds; 
Soft  words,  sweet  looks,  by  fickle  minds; 

Love  yields  to  time,  to  fiatt'ry,  truth  ! 

TRUNDLE. 

Then  heaven  strengthen  the  sex,  I  say. 
Lord — Lord,  how  some  people  love  to  plague 
themselves !  If  they  were  of  my  mind,  they 
would  never  give  themselves  a  moment's  uneasi- 
ness, more  than  they  could  help. 
henry. 

Hitherto,  I  have  only  seen  she  loves  me. 

TRUNDLE, 

O,  is  that  all?  and  what  a  plague  would  you 

have  ? 

HENRY. 

I  would  see  the  force  of  that  love,  when  her 
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heart  is  assailed  by  illustrious  rivals — rivals  "who 
are  the  humble  Henry's  superiors  in  every  thing 

but  tenderness. 

TRUNDLE. 

Rivals,  hey?  What  you  want  a  few  rivals,  do 
you?  Well,  I  certainly  am  a  poor  ordinary 
fellow,  for  I  never  could  endure  the  sight  of  a 
rival  in  my  life:  I  turn  sick  whenever  I  look  on 
that  Draco,  who  disputes  with  me  the  heart  of 
Cristabelle. 

HENRY. 

And  this  is  the  very  place,  the  very  time;  the 
good  old  Baron,  my  Emma's  father,  whose  eyes 
I  have  hitherto  escaped,  (for  thou  knowest  I 
have  ever  visited  my  Emma  in  some  disguise,) 
keeps  open  house  this  day,  to  celebrate  the 
birth-day  of  his  Nut-brown  Maid ;  and  the  cas- 
tle is  already  rilled  with  visitants,  who  are  come 
from  different  shires  to 

TRUNDLE. 

Make  love  to  your  mistress  before  your  face, 
I  suppose! 

HENRY. 

Such  is  my  hope. 

TRUNDLE. 

Your  hope!  did  ever  mortal  hear  the  like? 
Well,  the  tender  passion  in  my  breast  and  your 
niinstrelship's  is  quite  a  different  thing,  that's 
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certain.   I  love  ready-made  happiness  ;  you  des 
pise  it.     I  hate  dangling*;  yon  like  it. 

ROUNDELAY. 

Ecod,  'tis  sure  the  oddest  thing, 
This  love-sick hubble  babbie; 

Give  me  the  passion  that  will  bring 
Great  joy  and  little  trouble. 

For  how  can  girls  a  bargain  strike, 
When  men  like  boys  are  kneeling  I 

I  take  at  once  the  lass  1  like, 
And  that's  what  1  call  feeling. 

Ecod  it  is,  gee. 

I  never  yet  could  bear  the  fuss 

Of  whining  melancholy ; 
Nor  fear  to  take  an  honest  bus-; 

Tor  that's  what  1  call  folly. 
Ecod  it  is,  Sec. 

'vc  not  the  gift  of  sobs  and  sighs., 
Nor  of  Love's  burly  burlv; 
My  maxim  is  Loth  brief  and  wise. 
Live  long  and  marry  early. 

Eeo<!  it  is,  &.c. 

But  though  [  bate  the  whimp'ring  trade, 

The  ri f raff  of  romances  : 
Vet  oven  there  I  match  the  jade, 

And  gratifv  her  fanci<  s, 

Ecod  it  is,  [ve, 
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For,  if  to  kneeling  she  be  prone, 
To  me  may  kneel  the  deary  ; 

And,  if  s"  _•  v.-;il  but  weep  alone, 
May  roar  mi  sh<   is  weary. 

Eeod  it  is,  See. 

Nov:,  I  warrant,  you  would  not  have  a 
princess,  on  such  vulgar  conditions,  for  the 
world  :  well,  every  man  in  his  way.  On,  then, 
Sir,  I  like  a  joke  of  all  things:  so,  let  Damian 
give  the  void  of  command,  Scamandro  .shall 
obey. 

HENRY. 

Let  us  march,  then,  immediately;  and,  to 
carry  on  military  language,  take  heed  you  nei- 
ther advance  nor  retreat  but  by  my  direction. 
Florin,  tne  Shepherd,  whose  cottage  yonder, 
in  the  Glen,  we  may  call  our  own,  will  favour 
all  our  disguises,  and  is  provided  accordingly. 

TRU  NDLE. 

[Theatrically.]  Yon  really  give  yourself  a 
great  deal  of  trouble,  Sir,  and  love  difficulty 
as  much  as  I  abhor  it:  but,  ecod,  now  you 
talk  of  that,  111  be  a  little  difficult,  too.  This 
eastie,  as  }Tour  minstrelship  knows,  contains 
my  dear  Cristabelle,  with  whom  I  amused  my 
heart,  while  you  was  tormenting  yours  with 
Emma — ves,  adorable  Cristabelle!  though  thou 
hast  given  a  thousand  proofs,  thou  dost  not 
care  a  farthing  for  me. 
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HENRY. 

\  Mimicking. \  Thou  art  not  satisfied:  but 
resolvcst  to  have  a  thousand  more,    ha,   ha  ! 

TRUNDLE. 

[Mimicking  ~\  Such  is  my  hope  !  I  have 
hitherto  seen  my  Cristabelle  only  to  hear  her 
abuse  me,  and  I  will  henceforth  try  the  opera- 
tion of  her  aversion  for  me,  while  I  abuse  her. 
"Women,  they  say,  can't  endure  much  kind- 
ness ;  and,  if  there  is  any  truth  in  the  proverb, 
she  v.  ill  like  me  the  better  for  a  little  brutality. 
Let  us  be  a  couple  of  wolves,  Sir.     Boooo 

HENRY. 

I  la.  ha  !  be  what  thou  wilt,  only  do  not  for- 
get that  I  am  Damian,  the  minstrel. 

TRUNDLE. 

Very  true— and  I  Scamandro,  the  harper. 

HENRY. 

So,  now,  ]ct  us  go  try  our  harps,  and  pre- 
sent ourselves  at  the  castle;  but  remember 

D  U  E  T. 

F  R CM    AX    A  X  T I E >*  T    15  A  L LAD, 
HENRY. 

)  ou  must  be  the  best  harper 
That  ever  took  harp  in  hand  ; 

T  R  l"  n  n  l  e  . 
\o>,  I  will  be  the  best  harper 
T hat  ever  took  harp  in  hand. 
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HF.XUV  , 

\m\  i  will  bo  the  best  singer 
Thai  ever  sung  in  this  lunch 

TRUNDLE. 

AvA  uou  shall  be  the  best  sing',  r 
Th;  t  ever  sung  in  this  huul. 

BOTH. 

And  i/ow  shall  be,  &.C. 
'; )  /  will  be.  See. 

[Takes  tin  gateway. — Exeunt. 


^CENE  III. 


>  ■.  exe  changes  to  the  Garden,  8$c.  as  before. 

Enter    Emma,    placing    the   Nosegay    in    her 
Bosom. 

Dear  lovely  children  of  fragrance  '.  delight- 
fa!  summer  !  it  is  the  jubilee  of  Nature  !  the 
universe  seems  to  echo  her  happiness.  I  feel 
blessed  in  seeing  every  thing  in  bliss  around 
me:  and  were  my  dearest  Henry  here,  it 
would  be  complete;  I  feel  myself  culpable, 
in  so  long  concealing  the  secret  of  my  heart 
from  one  who  has  a  right  to  hold  the  key  of  its 
dearest  counsels.  Wherefore  should  lien:} 
still  urge  concealment?  Why  fear  to  avow  our 
tenderness  to  the  best  of  fathers? 
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S   0    X   G. 

Yes_,  youth  belov<  d  !  my  heart  is  thine, 
My  bosom  owns  thy  charming  pow'r; 

An  aagel  guards  the  spotless  shrine, 
Ami  sure  'tis  virtue  to  adore. 

Unsullied  nature  bade  me  prove 

A  flame  this  heart  ne'er  felt  before  : 

Assenting  reason  sanctioned  love, 
And  sure  'tis  virtue  to  adore. 

Ali  !  dearest  treasure  of  my  breast  ! 

Say,  what  could  justify  me  more; 
Whom,  reason,  nature,  heav'n,  hath  blest. 

It  must  be  virtue  to  adore. 


En ter  S i r  E r rold. 

My  Emma  !  my  dear  child  !  my  Nut-brown 
Maid  !  Draco  had  scarcely  thrown  into  thy  win- 
dow his  morning  present — which  lie,  by  the  bv, 
has  almost  crushed  to  pieces  with  his  beloved 
chivalry, — ere  thou  wert  flown  into  the  garden, 
and,  like  a  singing  bird,  I  now  find  you 
warbling  amongst  the  branches. 

EMMA. 

The  flowers  seemed  to  reproach  me,  Sir;  me- 
thought  they  said,  "  this  is  the  hour  of  our 
brightest  bloom  !*'  I  felt  the  rebuke,  and  rose 
to   justify  myself  to   the  sweet  monitors.     In- 
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deed,   1  cannot  bear  to  be  chid  even  by  a  rose- 
bud. 

SIR   EURO  LP. 

Chid  !  why,  there's  not  a  lily  in  ail  my  val- 
leys half  so  immaculate.  Come,  then,  to  my 
arms,  and  take  a  fathers  blessing  on  this  thy 
birth-day.  [Embracing  lendcrljj, 

EMMA. 

My  clear  lather,  my  tears  must  thank  you! 

SIR   ERROLD. 

The  heavenly  dew  is  not  so  pure  as  those 
tears.      Emma,   how  shall  I  repay  thee  ! 

[J  I  "Uh  great  fondness. 

EMMA. 

Repay  me,   Sir !  my  duty  is  my  delight. 


A  I  R. 

Not  the  bloom  of  budding  rose.-, 

Not  the  ruddy  tints  of  day, 
Not  the  fragrance  spring  discloses, 

Breathing  all  the  balms  of  -May  ; 
Nor  love's  soft  sigh,  nor  blush  of  beauty 
Are  to  sweet  as  filial  duty. 

Parents  are  the  richest  treasure 
Heaven  on  children  can  bestow, 

Purest  passion,  holiest  pleasure, 
From  those  sacred  fountains  flow , 

Nor  love's  soft  sigh,  &c. 
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As  von  guardian  elm  caressing, 

Woodbines  strengthen  while  they  twine* 

Kind  supports  of  every  blessing-, 
Parents  are  our  props  divine  ; 

Xor  love's  soft  sigb,  Sec. 

SIR  ERROLD. 
Excellent  Emma  !  may  I  live  then  to  be  thy 
protection,  till,  in  a  good  old  age,  the  prop 
falling,  I  may  see  thee  honourably  supported 
by  another.  Ah,  Emma,  could  I  but  live  to 
that  day ! 

EMMA. 

Sir  ? 

SIR  ERROLD. 

I  have  long  wished,  my  dear,  to  speak  on  a 
subject,   which 

EMMA. 

Sir? 

SIR   ERROLD. 

There  are  no  less  than  half  a  score  humble 
servants  already  make  visits  to  the  heart  of  my 
Nut -brown  Maid. 

EMMA. 

Half  a  score  humble  servants,   Sir ! 

SIR   ERROLD. 

And  is  there  not  one  of  them  fortunate 
enough  to  — to 

EMMA. 

J3car  Sir.  what  are  vou  goin«'  to  sav  ?     As  to 
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that,   if — if — -to  be  sure,  certainly,  one  cannot 

but 1  have  a  great  mind   to  tell  him;  yet 

Henry's  interdiction [Aside 

SI  II    F.RRO  LP. 

Let  mo  see,  Emma,  how  was  it?  "Whom 
nature,  reason,  heaven,  hath  blest.''   [Humming. 

EMMA. 

Sir,   did  you  overhear  me  : 

S  i  It    EURO  LO. 

[Humming.']  '■  It  must  be  virtue  to  adore."'  I 
protest  I  am  quite  musical  this  morning.  Pray 
who,  of  ail  your  train,  is  thus  worthy  of  my 
Emma's  adoration  ? 

EMMA. 

[Aside."]  1  find  he  is  not  in  the  secret,  however. 
As  to  that,  Sir,  when  one  is  in  good  spirits,  one 
sings  any  nonsense  that  comes  uppermost;  and 
when,  I  say — when- — when 

SIR   ERROR  p. 

Yes,  my  dear,  I  know  you  say  when,  but  I 
should  be  glad  to  hear  where,  and  how,  and 
whom  ?  but  do  as  you  like.  It  would  almost 
break  my  heart  to  trust  thee  from  the  castle  of 
these  fond  paternal  arms  to  those  of  the  wor- 
thiest man  in  the  universe.  But  whom  have 
we  have  here  so  early?  The  Shepherdess  of  the 
Glen,  as  I  live,  and  with  her  flower-basket. 
Why,  they  will  make  a  little  Flora  of  tin  i  . 
Emma;   1   shall  have  the  goddess  quite  jealous 

VOL.    II.  s 
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of  thee.  Well,  I  must  now  bustle  ;  my  guest? 
will,  by  this  time,  be  stirring.  You  will  bring 
the  little  Shepherdess  with  you,  Emma ;  but, 
remember,  that  neither  the  happiness  of  thy 
father,  or  his  friends,  can  be  complete  without 
the  Nut-brown  Maid.  [Exit  Sir  En  old. 

EMMA. 

You  are  too  good  to  her. 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Edith  with  a  Flower- Basket. 

[Running  up  to  Emma,  but,  seeing  theflow- 
ers  in  her  bosom,  stops.]  Ah,  me  !  I  beg  par- 
don— T  am  too  late,  I  find,  though  I  gathered 
my  roses  with  the  dew  upon  them,  and  ran 
from  the  cottage  to  the  castle,  without  staying 
even  to  unpen  my  fold. 

EMMA. 

[Receiving  her  kindly.]     Sweet  Edith  ! 

EDITH. 

I  suppose  Florin  has  been  beforehand  with 
me.  Had  I  known  his  intention,  I  would  have 
sat  up  all  night  to  have  been  the  first  to  make  my 
o  lie  ring  on  Emma's  birth-day.  There,  ye  mny 
ail  wither  now. 

[Throws part  of  them  upon  the  ground 
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EMMA. 

O  fie!  what  are  you  doing?  They  shall 
never  wither.  When  they  can  no  longer  be 
kept  alive  by  my  fondest  nursing,  they  shall 
bloom  in  my  heart  with  unfading  freshness,  for 
their  fair  donor  is  every  moment  dearer  to  me. 

EDITH. 

[Embracing.']  My  heart  returns  yours  its 
full  measure  of  kindness.  My  friendship  for 
the  Nut-brown  Maid  has  been  increasing  till 
now  it  admits  no  further  degree  of  augment- 
ation. 

EMMA. 

Ah,  Edith,  Edith  !  the  polish  of  that  com- 
pliment, and  the  graceful  manner  in  which  it  is 
expressed,   convince  me  you  do  not  love  me. 

EDITH. 

Not  love  you !  What  can  possibly  lead  you 
to  do  me  so  much  injustice,  or  so  cruelly  to 
suspect  my  sincerity? 

[Dropping  her  shepherdess  air,  and  assu- 
ming a  graver  one. 

EMMA. 

Edith  herself.  Even  her  sentiment  at  this 
moment,  so  different  from  the  growth  of  a 
cottage,  assure  me  that  she  is  a  little  courtier ; 
and  that  she  lias  nothing  of  the  shepherdess 
but  her  innocence  and  beautv. 
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SONG 


Pleasing,  teasing,  charming  creature,, 
Such  soft  accents,  sense  so  flowing, 
Airs  that  aid  the  grace  of  nature, 

Never  were  a  clown's  bestowing  ; 
Nor  with  aught  but  peasant  swains 
Canst  thou  pass 
For  village  lass, 
Born  in  valleys,  bred  on  plains. 

And,  although  that  cheek  discloses 
All  the  shepherd  maiden's  wealth, 

All  the  lilies  and  the  roses 
Of  her  modesty  and  health  ; 

O  thou  teasing,  charming  creature, 
Such  soft  accents,  6cc.  &;c. 

EDITH. 
[Re-assumifig  herself.}    You  arc  a  little  flat- 
terer,   and  therein  are   you  more  courtly   than 
Edith. 

EMMA. 

You  say  you  love  me  intirely,  and  yet  refuse 
me  that  confidence  which  is  the  essence  of  a 
bosom-friend.      Besides  ■ 

EDITH. 

Poor  Edit])  must  bear  all. 

EMMA. 

There  is  perplexity  in  your  story.  Fled,  you 
say,   from  a  tyrant  relation,   who,   after  posses- 
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sing  himself  of   your  patrimony,   would  have 
wedded  you  to  a  man  you  disliked  ? 

EDITH. 

{Repeats  the  last  xcords,  and  nods  assent. 
To  a  man  I  disliked ;  exactly  that. 

EMMA. 

To  avoid  which,  you  ran  away  with  Sylvan, 
the  Neatherd,  who  purchased  one  of  my  fa- 
ther's cottages,  which  I  have  in  vain  ur^ed  you 
to  exchange  for  a  residence  in  this  castle.  And 
where  did  this  Sylvan  come  from,  and  why  is 
all  this  ? 

EDITH. 

Why  is  it,  Emma  ?  hecause,  I  am  so  happy 
in  the  valley,  it  would  be  quite  wicked  to 
change  my  situation. 

BALLAD. 

I  ran  from  folly,  noise,  and  strife, 
And  prayed  Content  might  be  my  lot, 

I  sought  in  high,  in  humble  life, 
But  found  the  goddess  in  a  cot. 

The  sun-beam  through  her  lattice  shot, 
And  gilt  "  the  nicely-sanded  floor," 

The  goddess  said, — who  shares  my  lot, 
Must  leave  my  lonely  roof  no  more. 

Her  welcome  dropt  like  twilight  dew 
I  pon  the  tempest-beaten  flower, 

Beneath  her  root'  well  pleased  1  flew^ 
And  never  will  I  4u.it  it  more. 
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And  those,  like  me,  who  wish  for  rest, 
May  thus,  like  me,  improve  their  lot  , 

\\  ho  love  Content  may  be  her  guest. 
And  find  the  goddess  in  a  cot. 

EMMA. 

Dear,  enchanting,  mysterious  Edith  !  I  will 
press  no  more  for  what  you  wish  to  conceal. 
Be  shepherdess,  cottager,  courtier,  or  what 
best  pleases  thy  fancy,  so  that  thou  art  happy, 
and  wilt  love  thy  Emma;  for  there  is  but  one 
person  in  the  universe  (the  author  of  her  being 
excepted)  so  near  this  heart. 

[Pressing  Edith's  hand  to  her  bosom. 

EDITH. 

There,  too,  again,  I  return  your  tenderness 
at  full.  There  is  but  one  person  in  the  world, 
the  poor  Sylvan  excepted,  who  is  my  second 
father,  so  dear  to  this  heart  as  Emma. 

[Pressing  Emma's  hand  to  her  bosom. 

EMMA. 

[Aixhly.~\  One  person  !  O  the  sly  Shep- 
herdess of  the  Glen  !  Xo  doubt  you  mean  Flo- 
rin, your  new  shepherd  guest,  who  is  as  great 
a  riddle  as  yourself. 

EDITH. 

\ Archly-.]  One  person  !  O  the  sly  lady  of  the 
castle!  Xo  doubt  you  mean  Henry,  your  young 
'Squire,  who  is  a  greater  riddle  than  either  of  us. 

EMMA. 

So.   then,  you  are  in  love,  Edith,   are  you  ,: 
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EDITH. 

So,  then,  you  arc  in  love,  Emma,  are  you? 

EMMA. 

I  own  it. 

EDITH. 

i  do  not  deny  it. 

EMMA. 

But  my  love  shall  never  diminish  my  friend- 
ship. 

EDITH. 

Nor  mine. 

EMMA. 

Thou  sister  of  my  heart ! 

D  U  E  T. 

Though  Emma  resides  on  the  mountain's  highbrow, 
And  Editha  lives  in  die  valley  below, 

EDITH. 

The  flower  of  the  mountains  will  tenderly  greet 
The  vallcv's  pale  primrose  that  blooms  at  its  feet; 

£  M  M  A . 
\\  hile  Edith  and  Emma  in  friendship  entwine, 

All  the  sweets  of  the  hill  and  the  dale  shall  combine. 

EDITH. 

And  though  I  the  heir  of  a  kingdom  should  be, 
The  palaee  and  cottage  for  once  shall  agree  ; 

EMMA. 

And  though  fortune  in  Editha's  cot  should  place  me, 
Her  friendship  to  Emma  a  kingdom  shall  be. 
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TOG  CTiiER. 

Though  Editha  lives,  Sic. 

Though  Emma  resides,  Sec. 

And  though  1  the  heir,  &c. 

And  though  fortune,   &.c. 
\c\,  while  hand  in  hand,  we  in  friendship  entwim  . 
All  the  sweets  of  the  hill  and  the  dale  shall  combine. 


SCENE  V. 

As  Emma  and  Edith  are  tripping  out  Hand  in 
Hand,  some  J'oices  are  heard  behind  the  Scenes, 
exclaiming,  Where  is  she?  J  There  is  she? 
J  V he  re  is  the  Nut- brown  Maid? 


EMMA. 

Did  you  ever  hear  such  shouting?  —  [Music 
behind  the  scenes.]     And  music,   too. 

EDI  I'll. 

As  I  live,  the  barn.      Oh  delightful  !   I   could 


dance  to  it  ail  d< 


[She  spurts  about. 


STRAIN  BEHIND  THE  SCENES. 

PARODY     (IF     A     STA.V/A     I>     AN     OLD     ROMANCE, 

Ah  come,  ah  come,   thou  maiden  fair, 

Ah  come  to  greet  us  all. 
Or  half  a  hundred  love-sick  knights 

Shall  bring  thee  from  how 'r  to  hall  : 
And  eke  as  manv  gentle  squires 

J  o  wan  upon  them  all, 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Draco,   running  in. — Sings. 

And  eke  as  many  gentle  squires 
To  wait  upon  them  all. 

Oil,  Ma'am,  Ma'am,  lady  of  die  mountain ! 
lass  of  the  valley  !  all  this  is  for  you:  we  have 
got  gods  amongst  us.  "  Come,  then,  ah  come, 
then,  maidens  fair."  Do  hut  hear:  there's  another 
flourish. 

EDITH. 

But  who  are  the  musicians? 

DRACO. 

Gods,  thou  Goddess  of  the  Glen.  The  mu- 
sicians are  gods,  in  the  shape  of  minstrels  and 
harpers,  who  are  just  dismounted  from  their 
fine,  lierce,  fiery,  foaming,  milk-white  steeds, 
that  dash  their  froth  in  one's  face  ;  and  they 
are  come  to  sing  us  some  songs,  of  their  own 
composing,  in  honour  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid; 
and  there  is  the  witty  Sir  Topaz,  the  rich  Sir 
Bugle,  the  strong  Sir  Hardbottle,  and  the  jolly 
Sir  Hugh,  and  we  are  to  have  such  doings  ! 
But  what  pity  it  is  we  do  not  meet  to  celebrate 
sonic  soul-astounding  victory.  Ha!  ha!  ha  !  ha! 
There  I  had  him  !  [Tilts  and  dances. 
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[Here  a  gem  ral  mingled  sound :  then  enter 
a  groupe  of  happy  villagers,  gathered 
round  the  minstrels,  dancing  to  their 
music,  paying  them  great  respect  and 
reverence,  preceded  by  Cristabelle,  Sir 
Huo-h.  Sir  Cuo'lc.  and  Sir  Hardbottle. 

SCENE  VII. 

KM  MA. 

'To  Edith.]  The  whole  village  is  pouring; 
into  the  garden,   my  dear, 

DRACO. 

Make  way  for  the  gods,  gentlemen  and  la- 
dies: make  wav  for  the  sods.  Feeble  mortals 
fallback:  minstrels  come  forth,  perform  your 
ceremonies.  Silence,  silence,  while  the  gods 
make  their  courtesies  to  the  little  goddesses, 
Now,  gods,  now  for  it  !  there's  a  clear  stage 
for  you. 

[See  thr  Introductory  Rf  marks  for  the  Ceremony:  then  a  Sonjr.  \ 

Henry,  as  Minstrel,  sings,  addressing  himself 
to  Emma. 

S  ONG. 

\  minstrel  1  am,  and  have  skill  for  to 
To  sing,  to  compose,  and  to  play, 
The  spirit?  will  rise  at  a  touch  of  my  striii  - 
At  a  touch  thev  will  vanish  aw  a  v. 
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Tru  vdle,  as  Harper,  addresses  Cristabelle. 

And  I  am  a  harper  as  knowing  as  he, 

And  deftly  L  dance  to  my  madrigals  merry, 

And  who  but  must  foot  it  as  deftly  as  me, 
When  I  sing  down  derry,  high  down  deny  ! 

hen  it Y. 
And  we  are  both  come  from  the  north  countiee, 
That  this  merry  day  more  merry  may  be. 

TRU.N  OLE. 

Yes,  we  are  both  come  from  the  north  countree, 
That  this  merry  day  more  merry  may  be. 

Enter  Sir  Errold,   in  haste. 

Aye,  and  we  will  be  merry,  too ;  I  have  been 
making  preparations  for  mirth,  just,  tourna- 
ment, arching,  hunting,  dancing,  singing,  harp- 
ing, hawking.  Friends,  you  are  all  welcome  !  Sir 
Topaz,  Sir  Bugle,  Sir  Hard  bottle,  Sir  Hugh, 
and  you,  gentlemen  minstrels,  I  am  sensible  of 
the  honour  you  do  me  on  this  distinguished 
day,  which  commemorates  the  anniversary  of 
my  king's  victories,  and  the  birth  of  my  dar- 
ning child  :    kindly,    kindly  welcome  ! 

\lVlnle  Sir  Errold  delivers  this  speech,  Dra- 
co  jumps  about  for  joy  at  the  thoughts 
of  the  tournament.  Sir  Errold  goes  to 
every  body,  paying  his  respects,  shaking 
hands,   §c.   to  greet  his  guests,  who  all 
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pay  their  devoirs  to  the  Nut-brown 
Maid,  particularly  the  Minstrel,  who 
places  himself  near  her,  as  the  Harper 
does  by  Cristabelle.  Draco  now  and 
then  notices  Edith,  who  is  placed  by  the 
aide  of  Emma. 

DRACO. 

[In  ecstasies.]  Now,  then,  for  the  sports: 
just  and  tournament  begin  the  glories  of  the 
day.  Hilt — -  tilt  — -hack  — hew  —  slash— gash 
—  that's  it,  ha  !  ha  !  there  I  had  you  again  My 
soul's  on  fire  !  [tilting]  Gods,  touch  all  this  on 
your  harps.  No,  stay,  let  me  sec  :  lend  me 
your  ear-tickler,  Master  Harper,  I  am  a  know- 
ing little  fellow  myself;  I'll  be  peaceable  in  a 
few  minutes. 

[Takes  Trundle's  harp,  plays  and  sing". 

Nov/,  minstrels,  gentle  heaven  ye  save, 
That  are  come  from  the  north  countree, 

A  hearty  welcome  ye  shall  have, 
Oar  merry,  merry  sports  to  see. 

Please,  gods  and  mortals,  to  chorus. 

chorus. 
Now  minstrels,  gentle,  Sec.  &.c, 

MINSTREL    and    HAKPHR. 

7  hanks,  gentles,  for  your  conrtesv, 
\  es,  we  will  merrv,  merrv  be. 
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draco  and  all  the  rest  joining. 
Yes,  we  will  all  merry,  merry  be, 
And  thank  ye  i'o>:  your  minstrelsy  ; 
Mortals  shall  dance,  and  gods  shall  play, 
Foil  this  is  Emma's  holiday. 

TRUNDLE. 

With  a  high  down  deny, 
We'll  be  merry. 

ALL. 

We'll  be  merry, 

High  down  deny, 
Mortals  shall  dance,  and  gods  shall  play, 
For  this  is  Emma's  holiday. 

[Exeunt. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE    I . 

An  ample  Amphitheatrical  Area  before  the 
Castle,  surrounded  by  Galleries,  which  arc 
Jilted  by  Villagers,  Men  and  Women,  as  Spec- 
tators, who  are  seen  coming  dozen  on  the  Stage, 
as  from  the  Diversion  of  the  Tournament, — 
The  Music  used  on  these  Occasions  is  still 
heard ;  and,  between  the  Pauses,  clashing  of 
Spears,  Swords,  and  Lances. 

Enter   Cms  tab  el  le,    in   the  Habit    of  a 

Huntress. 

A  I  R. 

No  more  attacking  and  defending, 

While  the  dew  empearls  the  thorn; 
Just  and  tournament  now  ending, 
Hark  to  yonder  bugle  horn  ! 
[The  horn,  and  then  sounding  strokes  on  the  shield 
Tantara,   tantara, 
Hark  to  yonder  bugle  horn! 

CHORUS. 

A  plague  T  say  on  all  your  fighting. 
Drop  the  lance,  and  take  the  bow  . 

Hark  the  bugle  horn  inviting, 
Bids  us  o'er  the  mountains  go; 
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Tantara,  tantara ! 
While  the  dew  empearls  the  thorn, 
Hark  to  yonder  bugle  horn  ! 

CHORUS. 

No  more  attacking,  &c. 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sir  Errold,  dressed  for  the  Chase, 

[In  a  great  hurry.]  Aye,  aye,  well  said  Cris- 
rabelle  !  well  said  my  little  Huntress  !  Enough, 
enough — where  is  Draco?  That  fellow  would 
tilt  all  clay.  The  scent  will  have  left  the  ground ; 
the  merry  hounds  will  have  outstaid  their  spi- 
rits, and  our  coursers  will  paw  away  their  cou- 
rage— why  Draco  !   I  say,  Draco  ! 

CRISTABELLE. 

Aye,  Draco,  Draco,  where  are  you?  As  I 
live,  Sir,  yonder  is  the  little  tiger  now  in  the 
very  heat  of  action  with  some  unfortunate  wight, 
who  calls  loud  for  quarter. 

[A  violent  attack  is  heard  behind  the  Scenes. 

SIR    ERROLD. 

I  must  run  and  part  the  dog,   or  he  will  never 
give  over.      lie  would  have  the  tilting  before 

the  chase,  in  spight  of  me  ! 

\A   cry  within  of  murder !  murder!  mur- 
der '—The?.:  more  strokes  on  armour. 
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Enter    Draco  and  Trundle   in   Armour 

fighting. 


TRUNDLE. 

Help—- help,  I  say  !  1  tell  you  I'll  fight  no 
more — I  am  no  caitiff — I  am  the  little  Trundle, 
an  unfortunate  little  fellow,  who  came  here  in  a 
fool's  dress,  upon  a  fool's  errand,  with  a  greater 
fool  than  myself. 

CRISTABELLE. 

[Aside]  My  lover,  as  I  live  !  Xow  foi 
sport. 

DRACO. 

I  know  nothing  of  little  Trundle.  Down  on 
your  knees,  varlet ;  and  then  get  up  and  run 
away  for  thy  life.  But  thou  wilt  rather  die,  than 
live  inglorious  1 

TRUNDLE. 

[Drops  on   his  knees.]      No,    I    will    not:   I'd 
live  any  how,  let  me  but  once  get  clear  off,  and 
if  ever  I  put  on  this  damned  harness  again — 
[Dying  to  get  off  his  armour, 

C  R  I  STALL  1. I.E. 

Tor  shame  !  you  a  squire  !  you  a  lover  !  I 
have  done  with  you  for  ever. 
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DRACO. 

Prepare  for  death,  for  glorious  death !   Ma! 

ha  !   I  can't  spare  you. 

CRISTA  RE  LI  E. 

Now   is  the   time  to  prove  your   passion   for 
me.    1  owe  that  faithless  Squire  a  grudge, 

TRU  NDLE. 

A  grudge,  do  you? 

CRISTA  BELLE, 

Besides,   he  is  thy  rival. 

TR  '    N  OLE. 

The  devil  he  is  !  —  I  shall  give  you  up,  then, 
I  can  tell  you  that. 

CRISTA  BELLE,. 

Only  bring  me  his  head,   and  command  my 
hand. 

TRUNDLE. 

His  head,  hey!   there  goes   one   limb- -you 
wish  for  his  head  do  you  ?  only  his  head  ? 

[Trying  to  get  off  his  armour. 

C  RISTABELLE. 

Nothing  more. 

TRUNDLE. 

O  you  are  too  reasonable ;  yen  shall  have  the 
whole  body,  presently. 

C  li  L5TA7?  :■'  i.LE. 

[Spiriting  him  up.]  Shall  I?  Then  will  I 
sing  from  that  day  forth  in  glorious  strains,  as 
rescued  damsels  did  of  old. 

T 
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Sings. 

THE   MUSIC   IN"    T1IK   OLD    BALLAD   STRAIN". 

Now  welcome,  welcome,  val'rous  squire, 

Thrice  welcome  unto  me, 
I  see  thou  lov'st  thy  Cristabelle, 

Since  thou  wilt  fight  so  free. 

DRACO. 

[Coming  up.]     Ha  !    ha  !   our  good  old  song. 
hey  ?  I  alu  ays  sing-  it  before  I  cleave  my  man  iu 
twain.     Come,   caitiff,   art  thou  ready  ? 

T  It  UNSL  E. 

Very  near. 

Draco,  sings. 

Then  they  took  out  their  two  good  sword--, 
And  laid  them  on  full  fast, 

Thus,  thus,  and  thus.  [Striking  armour, 

'.Fill  helme  and  liawke,  beat  mail  and  shield: 
And  they  all  were  well  nigh  brast. 

Something  in  this  way. 

TRUNDLE. 

Aye,  thrash  the  old  harness  as  much  as  you 
please  :  you  can't  hate  it  worse  than  I  do,  I 
promise  you.      Pray  don't  spare  it. 

C It  I S T A  BELLE,    s'mgS. 

The  HI  dritl  go  Knight  was  so  muekle  of  might, 
And  still' in  -tower  did  stand  ; 
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Draco,  sings. 
[Standing  on  the  defensive.]     Thus — 

But  Sir  Caroline  then  with  a  backward  stroke 
Did  smite  oil' his  right  hand. 

Thus— ha!   ha! 

Did  smite  ofThis  right  hand. 

TRUXDLE. 

Ecod  you'll  strike  off  mine  presently. — I  say, 
his  rig-lit  hand,  indeed!      Murderous  doa; ! 

[Having  got  Jus  armour  nearly  off. 

C H  I  S T  A  B  I".  L L  E,    s'mgS. 

Then  she  held  forth  ha;  illy  white  hand, 
Towards  that  her  squire  was  so  free, 

What !   not  accept  a  lady's  challenge? 

[Holds  out  her  hand. 

lie  gave  to  it  one  gentle  kiss, 
And  tears  stail  from  his  c'e. 


TRUXDJ  E. 

lie  kiss'd  —  crv'd  —  did  he  ?  —  Now  then  for 
it!  —  now  I'm  prepared  —  now  you  shall  see  I 
know  what  a  squire  should  do  in  desperate  cases 
like  the  present;  and  111  give  it  you  in  a  bit 
of  an  old  song,   too. 

I  Having  got  his  armour  nearly  off.  stamp- 
ing on.   and  then  gathering  it  up. 
t   2 
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Sings, 

Heboid  mc  thus  give  up  my  arms, 

[Resigning  Ids  armour  to  Draco. 

I  nti]  my  dying  clay, 
Tor  I  will  neither  light  nor  kiss. 

But  fairly  run  away. 

[Runs  off' 


CRIST  A  BELLE. 

ifa,  ha,  ha  :   well  said  squire  !    well  said  lov 
of  mine  ! 


ei 


DRACO. 

|  Taking  up  the  armour.]  The  caitiff  has  left 
rlii'  best  part  behind,  and  so  let  him  go:  and 
now.  gentle  Cristabelle,  tints  let  the  conqueror 
lay  his  spoils  at  your  feet. 

[Presenting Trundle's  armour.  -  -kneels  will; 
ludicrous  solemnity. 

CRISTA  EELLE. 

Disloyal  Draco  !  No,  give  them  to  yom 
Shepherdess  of  the  Glen,  your  Kditlia,  youi 
new  flame;  but  don't  trifle  with  me.  I  shall 
iinp.ci   more  hardships  upon  you. 

DRACO. 

I)i\  ine  beauty  i  the  more  hardships  the  b<  r- 
ter.  T  ■  more  I  sufh-r,  the  more  I  shall 
lo\  e   thee!      I  redress  oil  damsels;    but    I   hu 


LOVE'S     TRIALS.  27/ 

CRIST  A  BELLE. 

And  that  one 

DRACO. 

Is  thee,  my  princess  !  Meanwhile;,  keep  this  as 
a  pledge  of  my  valour  and  fidelity:  and  know 
me  for  thy  loyal  Knight. 

c  RISTA3ELLE. 

On  those  conditions  I  receive  the  token:  so 
now,  yes.  now  the  bugle  horn  summons  to  the 
chase,     I   uiil  go   and  hasten  the    Nut-brown 

Maid,   who  hunts  to-day. 


Tantara,  taafara, 
Hark  to  yonder  busde  horn  ! 


Sir  Errolo,   within. 
Why  Draco,   Draco,   Draco,   I  say  ! 


[Exit. 


SCENE  IV 

Draco,   alone. 

Coming,  coming,  Sir  Knight,  coming. — And 
yet  tlieciia.se;  that  should  have  come  first.  Alter 
all,  what  is  running  down  a  poor  beast,  to  the 
smiting  a  man  ?  We  have  begun  at  the  wrong- 
end.  Hunting,  to  be  sure,  may  do ;  drinking 
is  not  amiss;   buX  fighting 
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S  O  N  G. 

Ohow  inviting, 
Ohow  delighting, 

[Ikraeo  sings  tliis  in  all  his  'zlory. 
Are  tlu  jovs,  the joys  o!  lighting  ! 
^\  ith  bhield  and  with  spear, 

Gr<  ;it  knight,  little  Squire, 
In  in  mour  appear, 

Their  bosoms  ail  on  lire  ! 

And  now  they  advance,       [Advancing. 

With  target  ami  lance  ; 

Milk-white  steed  striding 

For  bloody  deeds  providing; 

Now  they  attack,  [Attacking. 

Hack,  hack,  hack; 

O  how  delighting, 

0  how  inviting, 

Arc  the  joys,  the  joys  oi' lighting  ! 

But  fiercer  now,  and  fiercer, 

[More  zioknth;. 

Grows  the  gory  battle; 
Strokes  begin  to  pierce,  Sir, 

Iwittle,  rattle,   rattle  ; 

Wizzing  ikes  the  spear, 

Off  goes  an  ear  ! 

1  rusty  lance  has  sped, 

[With  the  fun/  of  rear. 
Off  goes  a  head  ! 
1'lood  in  profusion, 
Charming  confusion, 
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Hack,  hack,  hack, 
Twack,  twack,  twack, 
Rattle,  rattle,  rattle, 
T  is  Kt  have  won  the  battle ! 

O  how  delighting,  Sec.         [In  triumph. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Sir  Errold,  Sir  Topaz,  Sir  Bugle, 
SirHardbottle,  andSiTi  Hugh,  in  Riding 
Dresses  made  after  the  antient  Fashion. 

sir  errold. 
Ha,  ha,  ha! — but  where  is  the  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Arms?     Where  is  the  conqueror  fled— 

I  thought  that  was  the  refuge  of  the  vanquished. 

SIR   TOPAZ. 

He  strode  along  just  now,  and,  in  all  the  pride 
of  triumph,  called  himself  the  champion  of  the 
Nut-brown  Maid  ! 

SIR   FUGLE. 

Never  was  so  foiled  in  my  life,   by  Mars  ! 

SIR  HARDEOTTLE. 

Nor  I,   by  Bacchus  ! 

SI  R   HUGH. 

Nor  I,  by  Apollo  ! 

SIR   TOPAZ. 

Nor  I,   by  all  the  gods  together ! 

SIR   ERROLD. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!    Bravo,  my   noble  knights!  — 


280  LOVES     TRIALS 

Each  swears  by  his  tutelar  deity,   and  yet  they 
all  kit  you  in  the  lurch,  in  time  of  need  ! 

SI  R    TOPAZ. 

And  a   pretty   figure  of  four  we  cut,   to  be 
sure  ! 

SIR    li  LT.H. 

No,  no,  it's  all  over  with  us :  Venus  only 
favours  those  whom  Mars  approves. 

SIR   HARDBO'I  TI.E. 

Well,  vanquished  we  have  been,  that's  the 
truth  ont:  but,  for  rivals,  we  certainly  are  the 
best  friends  in  the  world. 

SIR    rOPAZ. 

Yes,  we  have  all  of  us  found  out  each  other's 
passion  for  the  lad}",  but  none  of  us  ever  yet 
found  out  the  lady's  passion  for  us. 

SI  It   HUGH. 

You,  Sir  En  old,  have  long  given  us  op- 
portunity to  try  owvjhrt une. 

S  I  R   ERROLD. 

11  ht  her  and  wear  her  has  been  my  an- 
swer to  you  all;  and  were  there  fifty  more 
wooers.  I  should  sav,  win  her  and  wear  her. 
si  ill.      :  !y  girl  is  the  only  disi  r  heart, 

and    whomsoever   she  gives  h  to   has  m\    con- 
sent,   because  I  am  sure  she  will  choose  right. 
sir  re  el  k. 

It  :-•  r ■■■■?  c  !car  to  me  she  will  choose  (  ither  oi 
on.  though,    gentlemen. 
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SIR    HUGH. 

She  may  be  right  in  that,  too. 

S  1  K    T  O  P  A  Z 

Well,  well,  we  all  love  her,  though  we  don't 
cut  one  another's  throats  to  prove  it. 

S  1  It    ERRO  LD. 

Brightly  observed.  I  like  your  convention 
of  ail  tilings;  and  if  none  of  you  can  win  her 
love,  my  iileen't,  you  will  all  of  you  possess  her 
friendship,  by  being  good  friends  amongst 
yourselves;  and  so  try  your  luck  again,  and 
let  unanimity  still  reign  amongst  us. 

S  !  R    ISA  RDBOTTLE 

With  all  my  heart  !  and,  ere  we  mount  our 
steeds,  let  us  take  off  a  morning  draught  to  the 
maiden's  health,  and  to  our  own  good  fellow- 
ship,  win  or  lose. 

SI  R   ERRO  LD. 

Excellent  1  and  let  us  unite  harmony  to  love 
and  friendship.  [They  join  hands. 

SIR  HUGH. 

Four  knights  to  love  the  same  mistress, 
shews  there's  a  sympathy  between  them;  and 
what  is  friendship  without  sympathy?  So  let 
us  drink  to  the  health  of  the  happy  man,  and 
have  a  social  catch  on  the  occasion.  Your 
hands,  join  all. 


^S'J 


LOVES     THIAI.S. 


CATC  IT. 

\_7  cry  jovial  awl  pica  ••nut.'] 

Yc>,  we  v.  ill  be  a  knot — ••  knot  of  honest  fellows  ; 

Ihoucrh  lovers,   Ave  are  friends;    and   friends  should 

».    i/,,;,,/„,  ., 

And   thorn;-']  the  lass   v.t:  r,7  kn  ■_,  but  M2f  o/^«s  cah 

marry, 
And  ont  of  us  four  hone-?  r«  Hows  ,7>;vr  /-?;r'  :::;.carry, 
'i  he  lover  that  in  eross'ci  in  love,   whether  you,  you, 

or  /,."". 
Will  have  the  more  oeeashn    -  ith  friends  In  a^rrc  .- 
I'or  can  a  man   so  want  his  friend,  as  nhen  all  hopes 

arc  over :' 
Sure    friendship's,   then,  the   only  balm  to  sooth  a 

luekloss  lover. 
And   should    the   lass  we   all  love  not   fancy  one  or 

t'other, 
Y\c  still  should  hold  together,  friend?,  /o  comfort  one 

aaothi  r. 
Thu.-  rue  to  love  and  frit  ndship  we'll  none  of'  ks  /e 

jt  alous, 
"Hut  live  and  die  a  '.-«o/ — (7  l;not  of  honntfelhre^  ' 

SCENE  Vf. 


Another  Apartment  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Tui;  xole,   m  ///.«  Hamper's  Dress. 

Well,  heaven  be  prr.iscd  !  I  have  once  more 
run  into  in\  pctlicoats.  and  if  ever  I  put  on 
armour   a_  :iin.   either   for   love   or  <rlorv,    why 
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tlicy  may  make  minced-mcat  of  me: — a  man's 
head,  hey?  there's  a  bloody-minded  wench  for 
you  !  No,  no,  Lady  Cristabelle,  I'll  purchase 
lily  white  hands  at  no  such  rate.  Eeod,  here 
conies  another  fury  in  his  coat  of  mail — I'm  off. 
— No,  'tis  brother  minstrel,  not  yet  unhar- 
nessed. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  IIexry,   clad  in  splendid  Armour. 

Well  met,  Trundle.  Though  the  company 
were  too  numerous  and  busy  to  notice  our  ab- 
sence from  the  tournament,  we  should  now 
greet  them  with  our  songs.  And  I  am  glad  to 
see  you  here  and  dressed  before  me,  brother 
Scamandro. 

T  RUN"  OLE. 

Yes.  yes,  brother  Scamandro  is  not  only 
dressed,  but  has  been  cut  up,  and  almost  eaten, 
too.  That  devil,  Draco,  has  handsomely  sliced 
me,  I  promise  you.  I  feel  the  dog  in  every 
atom  of  me.  And,  moreover,  I'll  tell  you  what, 
my  dear  brother  Damian ■ 

HEXRY. 

Let  us  hear. 

T  R  U  X  D  L  E 

No  more  Scamandros  or  tournaments  for  me  ! 
Ill  turn  back:  a  plague  on  tilting,  for  Trundle. 
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I'll    Trundle    home:   so,    your   servant.   Mastei 
Damiam 

HEN  RY. 

[la,   ha,  ha  !   poor  Trundle! 
nil  XDLE. 

This  may  he  very  pleasant  for  men  of  iron. 
that  love  hardships  ;  hut,  for  gentlemen  of  mere 
ilesh  and  blood,  and  line  feelings,  like  me, 
eeod,  I  can't  find  out  the  joke  of  it.  I'll  no 
more  on't. 


S  ()  \   G. 

God  of  battle,  of  battle,   march  out  of  mv  breast, 

And  thou  god  of  love,  sod  of  love,  march  out  too. 
No  longer  I'll  ha;  four  a  troublesome  snest, 


And  so,  Mr.  Mars,  Master  C'uj 


>id,  adieu  ! 


See,  pigmy  !  what  havoc  you've  made  with  vonr  arrow  - ! 

And,  giant,  behold  what  line  bruises  arc  hero  ! 
Do  you  think,  you  young   dog,  you   was  popping  at 
sparrows, 

Or  you  spitting  larks,  you  old  fool,  with  your  spear  : 

And  voi.   Mrs.  \  enus,   who've  made  me  vour  loobv, 
^  on  utav  pack  with  vour  urchins  ;,!"'  babv  for  mc. 

Ho  y      .,;:.  a  trio,  ht'//  not  In  our  /jooby, 

And  111  troll  a  catch,   and  sing  ck'il  tulo   tin  fhrtt  ! 

\  I  enc  in,  \m  id,  n.'rcv  <■!  i'.  :  h  ■  -  ■  ■•'  -  v  ho  \n\  i    beat  in 

I  n<  vei  sliall  fancy  a  lias:  ins  di\  ine  ; 
\o,   uiv<'  ine  the  s<'d  who  is  fond  of  crond  r-athiLi . 

And  loves  to  b    \',or.ship})'d  in  bumpers  oJ    wine  ; 
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HEXKY. 

Ha,  ha !  what,  run  away  after  the  danger 
is  over!  I  thought  that  was  the  time  one  might 
depend  on  your  services. 

TRUN  DLL. 

Ave,  make  me  sure  that  it  is  over,  and  I'll 
he  as  merry  as  a  grig;  for,  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  I  should  be  loth  to  trundle  back  before 
dinner.  I  am  told  there  are  some  dainty  pre- 
parations going  forward,  but  I  had  better  not 
cat,   you  know,    than  stay  to  be  eaten. 

HEXRY. 

Nothing  remains  but  love  and  feasting. 

TRUNDLE. 

As  for  love,   I've  had  enough  of  it,   I  thank 

vou  ;    it  has   made   a   mummy   of  me   already. 
I'll  put  up  with  pure  feasting,   if  you  please. 

HENRY. 

Well,  then,  I  will  henceforth  ensure  thee 
dieer  gluttony,  without  the  least  hazard,  while 
we  remain  at  the  castle. 

TRU  XDLE. 

Will  you?  then  we'll  not  bid  the  Baron 
good  by  in  a  hurry;  I'll  pass  the  rest  of  my  life 
with  him  on  those  conditions.  I'm  glad  to  see 
your  poor  dear  senses,  which  I  thought  were 
uif.    coming  about  a\yain.    Sir. 

:..  LVRY. 

And.   you   shall  mount  my  old  favourite  pal- 
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frey  in  the  chase,  tills  morning,  while  I  go  on 
foot. 

TRUNDLE. 

On  foot !  aye,  there  you  go  again.  Mercy. 
Sir,  how  you  clo  love  difficulties !  now,  I  can't 
bear  them.  Ecod,  I  can  canter  though  with 
the  best  of  them  :  there  I'm  a  match  for  you. 
Master  Draco. 

IIEXRY. 

And  you  shall  triumph  over  him,   too, 

TRU  XI)  I.E. 

Shall  I  ?   that  will  bring  me  about  with  Cri->- 
tabelle,  too.      But,  don't  you  unharness,  Sir-  01 
do  you  hunt  in  that  armour — and  what  is  to  be 
done  with  those  petticoats? 
n  ex  u v. 

Do  thou  hasten  to  the  Baron  and  company  - 
preserve  thy  harper's  character  —  carol  and  play 
the  last  song  1  taught  thee  —  wait  my  coming, 
when  1  will  instruct  thee  in  other  disguises. 

TRUXDI.E. 

Disguises!  1  don't  fancy  any  mar;1  of  those 
disguises.  I  have  no  luck  in  them;  I  wish  you 
con:  :  mo  out  that  part  of  the  ceremony,  Sir. 
Why  can't  you  now  make  love  like  another 
ir.'?u?  speak  your  mind  at  once,  marry,  have 
faith,   and  die  re's  an  end  on't? 

1IEXRY. 

Hark,   that  is  the  last  signal   0f  the  bi'dc- 
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horn.  They  arc  mounted  ;  you  will  be  too  late 
to  greet  them  on  your  harp,  and  to  make  my 
excuses  of  absence.  Away!  I  have  jet  scmc- 
thing  to  achieve  before  I  quit  my  coat  of  mail. 

TEL'  XDI.L 

The  devil  you  have!  ccod,  then,  111  loo:  no 
time  in  leaving  you  to  your  own  devices,  I  pro- 
mise you.  I  shall  never  endure  a  coat  of  mail 
again  while  I  live,  and  I'm  y-lorv's  humble  se> 
vant  with  all  my  heart.  [Exit. 


SCENE  vnr. 

Henry,   alone. 

Thus  far  I  have  had  the  delight  of  trying  my 

Nut-brown    Maid's    fidelity,   and   of  feuding  it 

impregnable  to  all  assaults,  even  to  gold,  which 

melts  the   rock.      I   saw   her   reject   the   lover- 

1.'  n  ;  u'n  f  <       A'.'itl)    :ill     fltpjr    n(rr>r<       nnn    ]\\~    cm-"       ]^r>_ 


"•"vi        'u»-«^u.i        jvih   miuv,  M    UH.1I        .TliV_  W  vAl,        llii.ll.. 

though,  she  fancied  me  absent,  I  was  still  sole 
monarch  of  her  heart.  But  was  she  not  touch- 
ed with  the  bravery  of  the  unknown  Knight 
who  vanquished  these  rivals  ?   I  am  that  Knight, 
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also.  Women  are  attracted  by  courage :  and. 
perhaps  Henry,  in  his  armour,  thus  disguised, 
may  vanquish  Henry,  and  be  a  rival  to  him- 
self—  the  worst  of  rivals!  That  remains  to  be 
tried,   and  I  will  try  it  strongly. 

S  O  N  G. 

I  own  her  fair,    f  feci  her  kind, 

She  looks,  she  speaks,  with  angel  grace; 

But  i:i  die  casket,  i  woo  id  find 
A  gem  superior  to  the  case. 

O  grant  me  this,  immortal  love  ! 

And  1  will  iix  for  ever  sure  ; 
No  future  fear  in v  breast  shall  move, 

But  one  it  ong  faith,  till  death,  endure 

But.  if  my  charmer's  heart  he  frail, 

And  I  no  gem  discover  ther  \ 
Iill  death    .hall  one  strong  doubt  prevail, 
.Nor  will  i  trust  the  casket  fair! 

This  delicacy  may  be  unreasonable  arid  ex- 
cessive; yet  never,  never  will  1  marry,  till  J 
meet  a  woman  who  is  proof  against  ever;,'  finesse 
of  art,  and  every  allurement  of  nature.  But 
the  Nut-brown  Maid  appears;  and  with  her 
comes  the  merry-hearted  Cristabellc :  that's 
unlucky ! 
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SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Emma,  dressed  as  Diana,   with  Quiver 
and  Bow,  and  Cristabelle. 

EMMA. 

Unkind,  ungenerous  Henry  !  not  to  appear 
on  Emma's  birth- clay. 

CRISTABELLE. 

Unkind,  indeed!  Udd,  I'd  give  it  him.  But 
they  are  all  false  !  I  wish  J  could  hate  them. 
Let  us  turn  our  hearts  against  them,  Emma;  I 
think  I  bei»in  to  feel  mine  harden  already. 

EMMA. 

What  are  all  the  festivities  of  the  day  — 
what  is  day  itself,  when  lie,  who  is  the  light  of 
my  lite,   is  absent?     Ileigho  ! 

C  a  1ST  A  l,  ELLE. 

Well:  I  must  be  a  strange  <rirl,  for  the  spirit 
of  recrimination  is  so  strong  in  me,  that,  so  tar 
from  sitting  down  contented  under  an  injury,  I 
never  am  made  the  victim  of  one  of  those  sorts 
of  heighos,  but  I  die  till  I  have  retaliated  fifty 
.sighs  for  one  aye  ;   and  good  deep  ones,  too  ! 

EMM  A. 

Indeed  !  and  do  you  find  any  satisfaction  in 
making  the  man  you  love  unhappy  ? 

VOL.    II.  U 
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CRISTA  BELLE. 

The  greatest  in  the  world,  if  he  makes  me 
so.  Now,  there's  Draco,  he  affects  the  faith 
of  a  knight-errant,  and  i»  all  the  while  playing 
off  his  glances  at  the  mystic  Shepherdess  of 
the  Glen.  As  to  the  fellow's  heart,  the  girl  is 
welcome  to  the  trifle ;  hut,  if  I  don't  make 
him  suffer  for  his  perfidy!  -Sure,  men  are  the 
rouues  and  w  omen  the  fools  of  creation  ! 


S  O  N  G. 

A  gossip  I  formerly  knew, 

Who,  of  lovers  and  years  tolrl  fourscore, 
With  the  last  gasp  of  breath  that  she  drew. 

Thus  taught  what  I  ne'er  2,'uess'd  before. 


If  ever  your  gentleman  pets, 

As  lovers  arc  troubled  with  pouts, 

She's  a  fool  who  stays  with  him  and  frets, 
Ci'o  gadding,  you'll  soon  cure  the  flouts. 

And,  if  he  would  have  you  believe 
That  one  at  a  time  is  not  plenty, 

For  a  rival  or  two  never  i>;:eve, 

But  repay  the  dear  traitor  with  twenty. 

And   should  vou  hi>  falsehood  proclaim, 
Ne'er  s:t  in  a  corner  to  chew   on  t  ; 

^1  mi  know  how-  in  match  him  swain,, 

And  >hew  him  a  trick  that's  worth  two  on't 
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The  good  Lr"s<i |>  here  gave  up  her  life, 
1  sigh'd,  i\  ]■    "   '•  lesson  conn'd  o'er  : 

By  her  maxims,   ere  yet  Tin  a  wile, 
Of  lovers  and  vears  l'\e  a  score. 


That's  my  way,  Emma,  and  ought  to  be 
yours.  Not  come  on  your  birth-day,  of  all 
the  days  in  the  year !  and  leave  you  here 
amongst  half  a  score  of  suitors,  who  are  ready 
to  devour  you,  and,  amongst  others,  that 
brave,  noble,  magnanimous,  unknown  cham- 
pion, who  had  like  to  have  knocked  all  the 
others  on  the  head  for  the  love  of  you  !  As  I 
live,  he  is  here  !  I  know  him  by  his  blazing 
armour.  [Henry  advances. 

EM  31  A. 

Let  us  withdraw. 

CItlSTABELLE. 

Withdraw;  no!  If  it  was  my  case,  I'd  have 
that  beaver  of  his  down,  pee])  at  his  face,  and 
know  aii  about  him  in  a  trice.  See  how  he 
strides  :  aye,  he's  something  like  a  lover  !  Well, 
I'll  leave  you  together. 

EM  VI  A. 

I  will  just  acknowledge  his  prowess,  accord- 
ing to  the  law  of  ladies  to  their  champions,  and 
follow  you  instantly. 

l^ls  Henry  approaches-,   Emma  make*  obei- 
sance. 

1    2 


OQO. 
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C  R  [STABELLE. 

[Jside.]  I  wish  I  could  procure  a  rival  for 
\Squire  Henry.  Aye,  pray  advance,  courteous 
Knight:  [going  up  to  him]  the  Nut-brown 
Maid  and  myself  are  sensible  of  your  heroic 
actions  ;   and  —  and. [Courtesying. 

EMMA. 

For  heaven's  sake  what  are  you  talking 
about.   Cristabeile  ? 

CRISTA  DEI  LE. 

[Going  up  to  him,  speaks,  aside.  Never 
mind  a  little  confusion,  Sir;  we  are  all  Trem- 
blers. You  have  the  privileges  of  a  cham- 
pion ;  and  her  Javoured  lover  (out  of  so  many 
sad  wooers)  is.  you  must  know,  a  strange  shy 
kind  of  a  thing,  who  leaves  her  to  herself;  so 
make  the  best  use  of  your  time,  that's  all  — you 
understand  me:  a  word  to  the  wise  —  you  un- 
derstand loc-  ! 

[Edit.  —  She  tools  and  nods  significantly  at 
Ilenrv  as  she  goes  out,   and  lie  boics. 


Hexrv      comes     foricard.      boss    profoundly, 
then  speaks  in  a Jeigned  Voice  :    Emma  stands 

HEN  [IV. 

Lady,   1)-,  !]'»!d    the    Knight    of   the    Burning 

Ann.>  ---  bch.;Jd   the   champion  who  fought  and 


coimucn  i! 


i ne   six nt.s  oi    i i\::  uav,    and  who. 
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with  yet  greater  joy,  would  fight  or  fall  for  the 

Nut-brown  Maid  in  the  day  of  actual  battle. 

EMMA. 

Hail,  valiant  champion  !  To  the  shouts  of 
the  thronging  crowd,  and  of  the  Baron,  my  fa- 
tin  r,  dei  >n  to  aeeept  the  faint  wreath  of  Em- 
mas applauses. 

1  [  E  X  R  A' . 

Ah,  admirable  lady!  O  divine  beiuitv!  miidit 
T  but  hope  that  she  who  has  made  a  captive  of 
the  conqueror 

EMMA. 

Sir? 

IIEXRY. 

[Kneels.^  Might  I  hope,  I  say,  that  a  dis- 
covery of  my  person,  birth,  and  quality,  would 
prevail  on  thee  to  confer  a  favouring  smile,  and 
honour  with  your  love 

EMMA. 

llise,  courteous  stranger  !  You  ask  what  is 
beyond  my  power  to  give:  the  candour  I 
have  used  to  others  is  due  to  you.  1  love  ano- 
ther, have  loved  him  long,  and  shall  for  ever 
love  him.  Excuse  me,  Sir,  my  father  expects 
inc.  [Going, 

FT  EVll  V. 

■'■'{<'.   irilh  rapture,  j      Excellent  Emmy  '  -■■ 
And  am  I  rejected  for  a  pea-ant.   madam; 
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EMMA. 

Whom  do  you  mean,   Sir? 

HENRY. 

Yes,  I  said  it,  Madam,  what  better  is  the 
poor,   the  humble  Henry? 

EMMA. 

[dgitated.]  How,  Sir!  Do  you  know 
Henry? 

HENRY. 

\Affecting  sternness.]     Madam,  I  do. 

EMMA. 

Then,  Sir,  you  know  one  who,  poor  and 
humble  as  you  may  think  him,  is  the  sole  object 
of  my  affection  ;  and  whose  honest  poverty,  en- 
nobled by  the  richest  virtues,  is  far  dearer  to 
me  than  all  the  conquerors  or  kings  of  the  earth. 
Ah,  Henry  !  why  artt  hou  not  here  to  save  me 
from  these  persecutions?  Either  thou  dost  not 
love  me,   or  art  suspicious  of  my  affection. 

S  O  N  G. 

O  cruel !  couklst  thou  see  my  heart, 
Thou  never  wouldst  a  doubt  impart: 

(  !:  know  how  true  it  beats  for  thee, 
'i  hat  doubt  would  never  injure  me. 

.Ah!    what  remains,  dear  youth,  to  prove 

i  lie  i'liith  or  force  of  Emma's  love.' 

(  '  i  hou  \\  horn  I   alone  adore, 

ba\ ,   what  can  mark  my  passion  more  .' 
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In  every  accent  hear  it  speak, 
In  every  motion  sec  it  break, 
In  every  look  behold  it  glow, 
la  every  tear  behold  it  now. 

Come,  then,  ah  come,  and  see  it  rise 
In  Emma's  smiley  in  Emma's  sitdis: 
I  live,  dear  youth,  to  make  thee  blest, 
And  1  would  die;,  to  give  thee  rest. 

\IIcnry,  dining  this  song,  is  in  a  gradation  of  transports. 

Why,   Henry,  why  art  thou  not  here  to  witness 
my  aiFection? 

HENRY. 

[Discovering  himself.]  He  is !  he  is !  0  thou 
adorable  maid!  he  is  here  to  witness  and  to 
reward  it!  Deltoid  thy  Henry:  —  Behold  the 
most  honoured  and  most  happy  of  mankind. 

EMMA. 

Henry !    O   heaven,    how   welcome   to    my 
heart!   but  wherefore  not  avow  yourself  before? 
Why  will  you  still  persist  in  mysteries  and  dis- 
guises so  replete  with  peril  and  perplexity? 
1 ;  1  ■:  x  Ft  y  . 

Lovely  cinder!  while  I  acknowledge  my 
error,  I  must  love  it  too  :  since  it  has  called 
forth  afresh  the  tenderest  effusions  of  m\ 
Emma's  heart. 

EMMA. 

If  those  effusions  are  so  dear,    wherefore  noi 
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more  constantly  enjoy  them,   Henry?     Must  I 
still  ask  that  for  ever  unanswered  question? 

IIEXH  V. 

How  can  the  humble  Henry,  without  birth, 
fortune,  or  other  pretensions  to  the  hand  of 
Emma,   than  the  claims  of  love 

EMMA. 

[Interrupting.']  The  claims  of  love!  what. 
Ilcnrv,  are  so  powerful?  and  for  birth  and  for- 
tune, how  often  must  I  declare  that  virtue  is 
true  nobility,  and  that  for  your  virtue  I  adore 
you" 

S  0  N  0. 

Could   I  a  thousand  sceptre^  sway, 
A  •  still  to  tin*  controtil, 

.■;,-;(,■  laws  I  would  obev, 
\ini  thou  be  monarch  oi  my  soul. 

I      .       cl  by  partial   Fate, 
[[;:.  .    •-  Ambition  pant  -  to  be, 

ro    d  di-tinctii  n  I  dioi.ld  bate, 
\h:AY  ilenrv,  ii'not  shared  with  thee. 


Kv  r 

to  I 
Km 

;•;■  ' 


henry. 

ord   and  every  look  is  a  new  charm 

'1,  fond  h.eart.     This  one  day  passed, 

h  rth,  ai'ined  with  the  eloquence 

•    r;;i.    and    plead    the  cau>e    of  that 

.  hie    J  ienrv,   at    the   feet   of  the 
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rich  Baron,  her  father:  and  I  will  rely  on 
the  excess  of  my  love  being  admitted  as  an 
excuse  for  the  excess  of  my  presumption.  Wilt 
thou  grant  this  last  request  ? 

EM  31  A. 

You  know  too  well  I  have  not  yet  learned 
the  language  of  refusal,  even  to  your  most  un- 
reasonable petitions.  But  you  will  remain  the  rest' 
of  the  day  with  us  at  least  ?  Such  lias  been  your 
unnecessary  caution,  your  person  is  scarcely 
known  at  the  castle,  and  the  hospitalities  of 
the  day  allow  every  guest  this  privelege. 

HENRY. 

I  will  with  joy  avail  myself  of  it,  my  sweet 
Emma,   and  chase  the  stag  by  your  side. 

EMMA. 

We  hunt  to-day.  The  bugle  horn  has  long 
since  sounded  its  sprightly  summons  through 
the  castie— and,  hark!  even  now  it  reverberates 
through  the  hall,  and  my  father  repeats  his 
x  olley. 

[A  xoI'l./    intennired  zcitk  the  Baron,  ex- 
ciai, 


,:>; 


.  hrihia,.  hilloa—  Emma,  Emma 
.-n  Uaid.  hilloa! 


HEN  RV. 

L<:-.    .  n  ;  . .—  -1  will  but  divest  myself 
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of  my  armour,  and  overtake  the  fleetest  cour- 
ser of  the  field,  with  such  a  prize  as  Emma  in 
my  view ! 

S  O  N  G. 

"When  in  my  hunter's  habit  drcss'd, 

The  beechen  pole  and  spear  i  bear. 
Before  me  springs  the  bounding  beast, 
And  echo  shall  the  chase  deeiare. 

Echo!  echo!  [The  echo  is  heard, 

And  thus  the  horn   my  Emma  greets, 

Tantara  !  [  The  horn  is  In  aid. 

Shrill  echo  thus  the  sound  repeats, 

Echo!  echo! 
Echo  thus  the  sound  repeats. 

Where'er  my  Emma  bends  her  way, 
I'll  guide  her  o'er  th.  bill,  the  brake, 

And  while  she  views  the  bounding  prey. 
Point  to  the  path  her -teed  may  Like 

And  thus  the  bom,  iicc.  [Horns  echo. 

But,  ah!   while  thus  thy  praise  J  sound, 

.My  Emma  hurls  a  keener  dart : 
This  band  may  tail  the  beast  to  wound, 

[  Tnkt  s  her  hand. 

Those  eves  are  sure  to  wound  my  Ivart. 

W  bile  thus  the  horn  thy  triumph  greets, 
And  echo  thus  the  sound  repeats, 
Echo,  echo,  &e. 

[Horns  and  echo  as  before . 

I  Exeunt,  at  different  tides. 
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SCENE  X 


A  beautiful  Glen.  A  Cottage  at  a  Distance, 
almost  covered  by  a  Bower;  Benches  at  the 
Door :  the  zchole  exhibiting  a  Scene  of  pastoral 
Simplicity.  A  distant  View  of  the  Castle. 
The  Horn  at  a  Distance  blows  a  Volley. 

Enter  Draco. 

[Still  in  his  grotesque  tournament -dress.] 
Aye,  there  go  the  noisy  hunters,  and  I  have 
stolen  away.  The  chase!  inglorious  employ- 
ment! J  have  other  game  in  pursuit  Here 
lives  that  sweet  riduie-me-ree  of  a  shepherdess. 
This  is  the  glen,  and  that  is  her  cottage,  sim- 
ple ami  mode. t  as  herself.  But  how  came  she 
there?  who  is  she?  how  is  she  supported  ?  and 
who  does  she  belong  to  ?  Now,  ail  these  mys- 
teries must  I  find  out;  nor  will  I  quit  my  armour 
til)  I  have  unravelled  the  whole,  for  I  suspect 
that  a  good  battle  lies  at  the  bottom  of  that 
damsel's  history.  O.  here  comes  Florin,  the 
shepherd;  he  is  a  soit  of  a  conundrum  too,  and 
there  is  some  crambo  about  old  Master  Sylvan: 
I  have  served  all,  ami  perhaps  shall  yet  have  to 
light  for  all.  The  deuce  is  in  it  if  I  have  not 
.;.  nVht  to  know  their  historv. 
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Enter  Florin",  u-ho  is  seen  coming  in  haste 
dozen  the  Hi  Us  that  slope  to  the  Glen  from 
the  Castle. 

So,  Florin,  whither  away  in  such  haste?   You 
tilted  very  prettily  this  morning,   but  are  attain 
in  your  pastoral  attire,    I  see.      How   is  it  you 
are  not  amongst  the  hunters? 
ii.ok  r  v. 

[In  the  shepherd  maimer  and  accent.]  Be- 
cause I  have  much  better  sport  at  home.  Master 
Draco. 

DRACO. 

What,  you  still  lead  a  shepherd  life,  hey? 

FLO HI  X. 

To  be  sure:  shepherds  should  live  like  shep- 
herds, should  they  not?  besides,  1  pivk-r  it  to 
higher  stations. 

DH  \CO. 

[Aside  d\  Higher  stations!  umph  !  I  shall  have 
him  presently.  —  Florin,  you  promised  me  an  ac- 
count ci'  vour.-u  if';  I  ha\  u  hern  your  rriend,  and 
Edith's,  and  Sylvan's.  Vour  lighting  this  morn- 
ing .  when  you  had  nearly  cut  me  in  twain)  has 
more  than  ever  excited  my  curiosity,  and  ma 
me  your  friend.  Give  me  your  hand,  little 
liorin:   now,    who  the  devil  are  you? 

t   LO  ItlX. 

Just,  w  hat  you  see  me.   a  shepln  n  yet 
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'tis  an  odd  stow,  too.  Thou  hast  been  a  friend 
to  us  all;  and  1  will  ted  thee,  that,  shepherd 
as  I  ;ii!;,  I  teil  in  love  with  a  baron's  daugh- 
ter. 

DRACO. 

• .  Iston is '■  ed.  1      Ho w,    a    baron" s    daughter  ! 
uinpb  !    that  begins  well. 

FLO  r ix.  .  . 

Many  princes  fell  in  love  with  the  same  lady, 
too;  but  licr  uncle,  a  nobleman,  also,  who  bad 
tlie  c.rc  of  her,  wishing  to  possess  himself  of 
til  it  in  -i  ty  of  tha  barony  which  descended  to 
her  in  right  of  her  deceased  father,  shut  her 
up  in  his  palace. 

DRACO. 

Shut  her  up!  uiuph  !  good.  I  am  glad  of 
that  !    Shut  up  in  a  castle  is  always  good  ! 

I   LORIX. 

And  neither  myself  nor  any  other  of  the 
/overs  could  gain  admittance. 

DRACO. 

Xo ;  I  warrant  you.    I  wish  I  had  been  there! 

i  j.o  a  ix. 
So,   I  had  thoughts   of  mustering  a   chosen 
band,  and  carrying  her  off  by  three  of  arms. 

DMA  CO. 

By  three  of  arms!  that  would  have  been 
right.  That  wouid  have  been  noble.  Carrying 
off  is  another  good  thing  ! 
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F  I  OR IX. 

But,  at  length,  love  inspired  me  with  the 
strange  thought  of  disguising  myself  as  an  an- 
tient  serving-man;  and  so  gaining  access  to 
the  princess.  Equipping  myself  accordingly,  1 
repaired  to  the  palace,  and  was  received  by  the 
baron. 

DRACO. 

There  you  was  wrong!  You  should  have 
fought  your  way  up  to  her,  and  have  climbed 
to  the  top  of  the  castle,  instead  of  creeping  to 
the  bottom  of  it. 

FLORT  X. 

I  would  immediately  have  confessed  my 
birth,  assumed  appearance  of  old  age,  and 
motives  of  disguise;  but  that,  on  tire  very  day 
of  my  entrance,  I  heard  the  baron,  her  uncle, 
had  funned  the  resolution  of  marrying  her  to 
some  low  -born  man. 

DItACO. 

That  baron  was  a  vile  caitiff!  1  wish  1  had 
been  there  ! 

FLORI  X. 

I  sought  his  presence,  and  discovered  my 
youth  and  my  love  to  him.  Finding  m\ 
passion  favourable  to  his  designs,  he  became 
himself  mv  advocate  ;  but  the  princess,  resolute. 
from  love,  declared  she  would  die  husbandlc^ 
rather  than  be  so  baselv  wedded. 
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DRACO. 

Aye;  you  should  have  cut  off  that  uncle's 
head,  and  told  her  who  you  was.  Go  on  ! 
go  ou  !      Aly  soul's  in  arms  ! 

F 1  O  II I  X . 

I  was  meditating  a  discovery  of  myself,  when 
Arno,  an  antient  gentleman  of  the  household, 
who  was  appointed  to  wait  upon  and  guard  the 
princess,  favoured  her  escape,  and  both  left  the 
palace,    where  she  was  mewed,  at  midnight. 

DRACO. 

At  midnight!  that  was  right.  Doubtless,  thou 
has  traversed  earth  and  seas  in  search  of  her? 

FLO  LUX. 

I  have  ;  till  report  was  brought  to  her  uncle's 
court  of  her  death,  and  of  her  old  attendant's 
stabbing  himself  on  her  grave,  to  avoid  the 
baron's  displeasure. 

DRACO. 

That  was  right!  nothing  could  be  better! 
unless  lie  had  killed  the  baron.  But  I  hope 
you  lost  your  senses,  and  did  every  thing  be- 
coming a  knight  in  love  ?   You  was  desperate  ? 

FLO  111  X'. 

Desperate!  ()  Draco!  what  did  I  not  do? 
I.  fled  my  country,  hid  myself  from  my  friends, 
and  gave  myself  up  wholly  to  despair. 

DRACO. 

Excellent !    I  am  <rlad  to  hear  that! 
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FLO  R IX. 

At  last,  I  offered  my  services  to  the  Neat- 
herd Sylvan,  and  have  kept  his  flock  ever  since. 
But  till  some  few  weeks  past,  what  did  I  not 

suffer ! 

S  O  N  G. 

COMPILED      FROM      A      PASTORAL,      LXTTTLr.D,     "HAKPA- 
J.l's."      FROM     THE     1.  A  I!  I.    01"     SI'IIKEY's     SOX  N 
BE    SET     AVI  XII    SOLEMN     SIMPLICITY. 

How  often  would  I  flow'rets  twine, 

How  often  garlands  make, 
Of  cowslips  and  of  columbine., 

For  my  dead  love's  dear  sake  ! 

My  clothes  wove  blaek,  and  also  bare, 

As  one's  forlorn  mi  id  it  be  ; 
And   on  my  head,  to  nrtte  de-| 

A  wreath  of  w  iilo  .■.  -I  rce  ! 

JSJv  beard  Ions:  time  f  did  not  -1 1 ; i. \  *  . 

\]  v  hair  hauu  al!  unkempt  ; 
A  man  most  littiutr  for  the  er;e.", 

A\  horn  spiteful  lo\  e  h;  d     lu  sir. 

And  thus  I  wax'd  both  pah    and  lean, 

\  el  still  did  garlands  make  ; 
\\  ith  uliM-i-  b\  mo'euliu'ln   was  {  been, 

For  m\  dead  love's  dear  -olv. 


DUA(  O. 


"i  on  could  not  suffer  too  much.     Ti 
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once  more  !  tliou  art  a  man  after  my  own  soul. 
You  never  mean  to  get  over  your  misfortune, 
though ? 

FLORIN". 

Yes,  I  do  :  thank  heaven  !  I  hace  got  over 
it. 

DRACO. 

There  you  are  wrons:.  I  am  sorry  to  hear 
that :  you  should  not  have  recovered,  on  any 
account ! 

F  LOR  IX. 

And,  what  is  worse,  I  have  fallen  desperately 
in  love  with  another  woman  ! 

DRACO. 

How  !  another  woman  ?  then  I  would  not 
give  a  farthing  for  you  :  [snapping  fas  fingers'] 
neither  ill  usage  or  death  should  have  cured  you. 
The  old  fellow,  who  pinked  himself  on  your 
first  love's  tomb,  was  worth  a  thousand  of  you. 


SON  O. 

This  is  the  life  of  an  errant-knight, 
On  his  goddess  still  to  rave, 
She  a  tyrant,  he  a  slave, 
She  in  pleasure,  he  in  pains, 
She  in  freedom,  he  in  chains : 

For  his  sweeting, 

Seldom  eatinir. 


VOL.    II, 


30(5  love's  trials. 

Ne'er  retreating 
From  a  beating 
Got  for  his  goddess  in  the  fipht : 

This,  this  is  the  life  of  an  errant-knight  ! 

And,  at  last,  when  goddess  dies, 

Though  through  life  she's  bang'd  him. 
Better  to  have  bang'd  him, 
She's  not  to  be  forgotten, 
Though  she's  dead  and  rotten  : 

Nor  must  lover 

E'er  recover, 

But  still  love  her 

A\  hen  all's  over, 
Passing  his  days  in  sobs  and  sighs  : 

This,  this  is  the  life  of  an  errant-knight! 

But  I  hope,  at  any  rate,  she  whom  you  now 
love  is  a  queen,  at  least,  and  in  the  utmost 
distress  ? 

FLORIN-. 

No. 

DRACO. 

Perhaps  another  princess  ? 

FLORIN. 

No,  no,  she's  a  shepherdess :  like  to  my  first 
love,  as  two  blossoms  to  each  other. 

DRACO. 

How,  a  shepherdess  ?  Pshaw !  worse  and  worse ! 

FLORIN. 

[Goh/<f.1     Notwithstanding  that,   I  will  vc« 
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concile  you  to  it  another  time ;  but,  till  then, 
don't  you  discover  I  have  ever  been  a  serving- 
man  in  a  palace.  Your  goodness  to  my  shep- 
herdess, Sylvan,  and  myself,  has  made  me  thus 
communicative.  Our  little  circle  boast  a  thou- 
sand pleasures  in  that  cottage,  which  make 
me  wish  to  lead  a  shepherd  life  for  ever :  so, 
trusting  to  your  honour  as  a  faithful  squire, 
and,  of  course,  a  friend  to  lovers,  I  bid  you 
farewel.  [Edit, 

SCENE  XI. 

DRACO. 

[Paces  about  in  a  reverie,  then  stands  f. red : 
he  walks  again.]  In  love  with  a  baron's  daugh- 
ter—  shut  up  in  a  palace — (pity  'twas  not  a 
dark  tower)  rescuing  her  by  force  of  arms — ■ 
princess  gets  out  of  her  prison-house  at  mid- 
night—  lover  turns  antient  serving-man.  then 
young  shepherd.  Well,  well,  I  say  nothing ; 
I  only  say,  I  say  nothing !  Old  armour  we'll 
have  a  few  more  bangs,  yet! 

Seldom  eating, 
Ne'er  retreating 
From  a  beating, 
This,  this  is  the  life,  Sec.  &c, 

[Exit. 

X  2 
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SCENE  XII. 

Enter,  from  the  Cottage,  Edith,  and  Arno  as 
th e  Nea the) y/  S y l v a  x . 

ARNO. 

The  sun  that  now  shines,  sweet  mistress,  jnlds 
the  anniversary  of  the  day  in  which  these  aged 
arms  rescued  thee  from  the  tyranny  of  thy  un- 
cle Edel,  who  robbed  thee  of  thy  throne,  be- 
queathed thee  by  thy  father,  the  royal  Adel- 
brightj  from  whom,  happy  in  our  retreat,  we 
have  heard  no  tidings  since  our  escape  and 
the  well-dissembled  report  of  your  death,  even 
though  the  trusty  Fabian  has  his  eye  upon 
events  at  the  palace. 

FDITH. 

Far  be  such  tidings  and  events  from  the 
smooth  joys  that  await  my  youth  and  thy  age 
in  this  peaceful  glen  !  Instead  of  the  cares  and 
perils  of  a  court,  thou  hast  placed  me  where, 
supported  by  thy  bounty,  my  foster-parent,  1 
nni  far  happier  than  if  Ed..1,  iiad  permitted  mc 
to  mount  my  thron. . 
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ARNO. 

Alas !  what  you  call  bounty,  my  noble  mis- 
tress, is  but  returning  part  of  your  royal  father's 
munificence,  which,  in  a  stream  of  love  and 
1  'va-ty,  is  now  ebbing  back  to  its  source.  But 
VA-vy  not  the  good  Florin  yet  be  trusted  with 
our  secret  ? 

EDITH. 

Not  yet,  good  Arno. 

ARNO. 

I  have  my  fears. 

EDITH. 

Fears ! 

ARNO. 

Lest  the  tender  heart  of  that  youth,  not 
knowing  the  Princess  Argentile,  should  love 
but  too  well  the  Shepherdess  of  the  Glen, 

EDITH. 

How  can  you  think  so?  or,  if  he  did,  when 

he  shall  know Pshaw!   there  is  no  ground 

of  fear  —  if  Arno  preserves  the  secret. 

ARXO. 

I  will  preserve  it  with  my  life.  But  shall 
yonder  castle  be  full  of  revelry  and  joy  to-day, 
and  this  little  hut  give  no  signs  of  its  delight? 
Yes,  it  shall !  and  we  will  have  a  festival  of  our 
own,  aye,  and  I  will  go  and  finish  my  prepa- 
rations for  it. 
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SONG. 

Shall  our  neighbours*  on  the  hill 

Salute  the  morn 
A\  ith  harp  and  horn, 
And  with  mirth  the  castle  fill—- 
Shall  not  we  be  blithe  as  they, 
On  our  yearly  holiday  f 

Let  our  neighbours  sport  around., 
Village  throng, 
\\  ith  pipe  and  soncr, 
Shall  from  vale  to  hill  tebound, 
Till  our  neighbours  there.,  so  gay, 
Chorus  shepherds  roundelay. 


SCENE  XIII. 

EDITH. 

Faithful  creature  !  Of  what  rare  price  is  a 
f/ifcii(;  approved !  and  to  approve,  how  difficult! 
But  an  aged  courtier,  who  quits  the  thrift  and 
splendour  of  a  palace,  to  follow  the  fortunes  of 
aii  outcast  girl,  hath  passed  the  great  ordeal  of 
the  human  heart,  and  must  be  sincere.  vVhere 
cai.  i  iorin  be  all  this  time?  Aino  has  his  tears, 
lest  he-  should  love  too  well;  I  have  my  hopes 
he  loves  with  all  his  heart.  Yet,  "lis  strange 
that  I,   who  rejected  the  peasant-drudge  my 
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uncle  would  have  forced  on  me,  (but,  indeed, 
he  was  as  unlike  this  youth  in  age  as  in  graces,) 
should  love  this  shepherd  !  love  him  with  so 
much  true  affection,  that,  though  I  could  re- 
joice to  place  him  on  my  throne,  and  would, 
for  his  sake,  endure  the  toils  of  royalty,  I 
dread  to  disclose  who  or  what  I  am,  lest  I 
should  check  that  sweet  freedom  of  heart  which 
equality  alone  produces. 

S  O  N  G. 

No  claim  upon  an  honest  heart, 
Gold  or  grandeur  can  impart ; 
And  die  breast  that's  true  to  love, 
Faithful  vozvs  alone  can  move. 

What  is  empire,  what  a  throne  ? 
Hearts  were  never  brib'd,  but  icon ; 
Worlds  are  all  too  poor  to  buy 
One  gentle  smile,  one  tender  sigh  ! 

Enter  Florin. 

EDITH. 

Bless  me  !  he's  here :  my  heart  beats  so  fast, 
I  shall  never  be  able  to  support  the  character  of 
a  shepherdess  when  I  most  wish  for  its  dis: 
guises.     What  can  be  the  matter  with  me? 

E  LOR  IN. 

I  Advancing.']    Edith,  how  are  you,  Edith? 
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EDITH. 

[Retiring.]     Florin,  how  do  you,  Florin  ? 

FLORIN. 

[Reassigning  himself,  as  a  shepherd.]  When  we 
are  together,  Edith,  how  coy  you  are !  hut, 
when  Sylviii's  with  us,   who  so  gay  ? 

EDITH. 

The  more  the  merrier,  you  know,   Florin. 

FLORI  X. 

How  wouldst  thou  match,  Edith?  I  wish  I 
knew  the  kind  of  youth  might  please  you.  '1  here 
is  no  end  of  the  ploughman's  labor 

EDITH. 

O,  he  is  as  much  of  a  churl  in  Lis  manners  as 
in  his  occupation. 

FLORIN. 

The  merchant,  while  he  is  trafficking  abroad, 
suspects  his  wife  at  home:  then  choose  a  shep- 
herd, sweet  Edith — I  wish  you  would  have  one 
of  my  choosing — nothing  like  a  shepherd,  de- 
pend upon  it  ! 

EDITH. 

Perhaps   I  may  choose  a  shepherd;    but  he 

must    be   my    own    choice,    too,    I    give    you 

thanks. 

S  O  JS  G. 

\t.i,  /'//  choose  a  shepherd,  for  he,  with  the  sun, 
Duui  rise  with  tiie  sua  his    air  rlocks  to  untold  • 

And  til!  the  c'ay  long,  on  the  hill  or  the  plain, 

With  the  maid  that  he  ioves,inerry  chut  can  he  hold, 
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And  with  the  same  sun,  the  same  flocks  fold  aga;n, 
And,  betwixt  light  and  darkness  must  jog  home 
betime ; 

To  the  maid  that  he  loves,  he  then  tunes  a  round, 
Or  sings,  like  a  nightingale,  some  merry  rhyme. 

Then  a  sheaf  of  good  bread,  nice  and  brown  as  a  nut, 
Or  on  curds  he  regales,  as  white  as  the  snow, 

\\  hh  the  maid  that  he  loves  he  partakes  of  the  fruit 
rIh;it,  thinking  of  her,  he  in  scrip  did  well  stow. 

Then  tales  full  of  glee  go  gossiping  round, 

As  round  the  good  nut-brown  most  nimbly  doth  trot, 

V*  hile  shepherd  sits  singing  his  cares  all  away, 
Till  o  •  quills  of  fair  straw  to  his  bed  he  be  got. 

Thus  the  maid  who  is  fond  of  soft  nights  and  sweet 
days, 

Will  choose  a  young  shepherd,  so  merry  and  free; 
Th;  it  night  not  so  happy,  whose  flocks  he  doth  graze; 

»So  choose  a  young  shepherd,  whoever  he  be. 

You  see  I  am  of  your  opinion,  Florin. 

FLORIN. 

Aye,  and  if  you  knew  the  story  of  the  dead 
baron's  daughter,  you  would  say  so,  indeed. — * 
[Aside.]  I  am  resolved  to  try  her:  and  this  is 
the  moment. 

EDITH. 

[Strongly  affected.']  The  dead  baron's  daugh- 
ter! 

florin. 
Ah,  poor  lady,  save  thyself,  she  was  the  fair- 
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est  lady  under  heaven.     Yet  they  say  she  was 
cruel  and  hard-hearted,  too.    But,  for  beauty— 

EDITH. 

So  handsome  ! 

FLORIN. 

Handsome ! 

S  O  N  G. 

Two  rosy  cheeks,  round  ruddy  lips, 

White,  just-set  teeth  within, 
A  little  mouth,  and,  underneath, 

A  round  and  dimpled  chin. 

"With  these,  O  rarity  !  with  these, 
Her  tongue  of  speech  was  spare ; 

But,  speaking,  Beauty  seemed  to  speak 
What  Wisdom  well  might  hear. 

With  Hebe,  Juno.,  and  with  both, 

Herself  contends  in  face, 
Where  equal  mixture  did  not  want 

Of  mild  and  stately  grace. 

Her  smiles  were  sober,  and  her  looks 

Were  cheerful  unto  all, 
E'en  such  as  neither  wanton  seem, 

Ivor  wayward,  mell,  or  gall. 

A  quiet  mind,  a  patient  mood, 

And  not  disdaining  any; 
Not   gibing,  gadding,  gaudy,  yet 

Sweet  faculties  had  manv. 


love's  trials.  315 

A  nymph  no  heart,  no  tongue,  no  eye, 
Might  praise,  might  wish,  might  see, 

For  form,  for  lite,  for  love  —  more  good, 
More  worth,  more  fair,  than  she. 

EDITH. 

If  the  princess  you  speak  of  were  cruel  and 
hard-hearted,  she  must  be  worthless  of  such 
praise,  whatever  might  be  her  beauty. 

FLORIN. 

Heigh-ho,  but  I  loved  her,  Edith,  and  love 
has  no  eye  to  see  any  thing  but  beauties,  you 
know.  —  1  loved  her ! 

EDITH. 

You!  what  the  princess!  that's  strange:— 
and  is  that  sigh  for  her  you  love  ? 

FLORIN. 

[Turns  away  ]  My  love  is  dead,  and  yet  I 
love  her  who  lives  ;  and  yet  I  sigh. 

EDITH. 

[Going  up  to  him.]  And  which  of  them  do 
you  weep  for,   Florin  ? 

FLORIN. 

For  both,  alas ! 

EDITH. 

For  both. — What  name  bore  your  buried 
love  ? 

FLORIN. 

[After  an  affecting  pause  between  them,] — 
Argcntile, 
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EDITH. 

[With  astonishment.']     Argentile,  the  daugh- 
ter of  Adelbright ! 

FLORIN. 

The  same. 

EDITH. 

Who.  then,  are  you  ? 

FLORIN. 

When  I  dared  to  love  Argentile,  I  was  called 
Theron. 

EDITH. 

\JVith  encr eased  surprise.]  Theron  !  but 
Theron  was  aged ;  how,  then,  can  he  ■  ,  e 
youthful  1-  lorin  ? 

FLORIN. 

His  age  was  counterfeited,  to  promote  his 
passion.  His  youth  was  true  as  his  passion; 
but  Argentile  tied  ere  my  youth  or  passion 
could  be  told. 

EDITH. 

[With  great  emotion.']  Indeed  1  now,  then,  it 
is  my  turn  to  weep. 

FLORIN. 

"Weep  i 

EDITH. 

Yes,  weep  for  joy,  when  I  tell  you  that  Ar- 
gentile and  Edith  are  the  same  ! 

FLORIN. 

[Enraptured]     O  heavens !  it  is,  it   is   my 
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Argentile  !  Am  I,  can  I  be  so  blessed !  Argen- 
tile  and  Edith  the  same  !  Pardon  me,  dear 
maid,  if,  still  presumptuous,  I  confess  too 
that  Florin  is  Theron.  [They  embrace. 

LDITH. 

O  directing  Providence  !  [Sound  of  pipes, 
cymbals,  and  other  rustic  music.}  And  hark ! 
Arno  is  returning  in  good  time  to  witness  the 
felicity  he  is  so  well  entitled  to  share. 

FLORIN", 

Arno  ! 

EDITH. 

Our  S>  :vcti.  is  that  very  Arno,  who,  Strang" 
to  say,  bore  me  from  thee.  whom,  as  Florin,  I 
now  delight  to  own,  though  as  Theron  I  dis- 
dained  thee. 

FLORIX 

[lie  runs  up  to  Arno  as  he  enters.]  My 
happiness  is  complete.  Joy,  joy,  my  friend  ! 
she  is  found  !  she  is  found  !  she  is  here !  she  is 
here!  my  love!  my  life!  my  soul  !  my  Argen- 
tile !  whom  she  fled  from  she  loves:  more  thou 
shalt  know  anon. 

[He  leaps  about  with  rapture. 

ARNO. 

[Smiling — taking  Florins  hand,  and  bowing 
to  Edith,  j  I  know  enough  to  perceive  my  little 
troop  are  mustered  in  good  time  to  salute  the 
Shepherd  and  Shepherdess  of  the   Glen.     My 
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hopes  arc  confirmed  at  last:  so  enter,  my  merry 
men  and  maidens,  enter,  and  let  dance  and  song 
distinguish  the  happiest  day  of  my  long  life. 

Enter  Shepherd  Lads  and  Lasses,  with  Festoons 
and  Garlands,  which,  in  the  Progress  o)  a 
pastoral  Dance,  they  twine  round  Edith,  Flo- 
rin, and  Arno,  and  form   into   a  Crown    or 

Coronet  of  Flowers,  with  the  Name  of  Edith 
wreathed  about  it,  which  they  hold  over  Edith 
while  the  following  'Frio  is  sung. 

T  R  I  O. 

A  R  N  O  . 

Great  ones,  from  their  lofty  towers, 
May  look  down  on  little  bowers; 
But  though  they  the  chaplets  scorn 
Which  our  humble  glen  adorn, 
Far  more  sweet  this  crown  of  flowers. 
Gathered  from  those  little  bowers, 
Than  the  costly  gems  that  glow 
On  the  royal  maiden's  brow. 

CHORUS  OF  SHEPHERDS  AND   SHEPHERDESSES. 
EDITH. 

Great  ones,  from  their  lofty  towers, 
May  look  down  on  little  bowers  ; 
And  the  pine  that  towers  beside, 
Soars  an  emblem  of  their  pride. 

C  H  O  R  U  S . 

But  more  sweet,  &c. 
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FLORIN. 

Great  ones,  from  their  lofty  towers, 
May  look  down  on  little  bowers  ; 
But  when  winter  winds  do  blow, 
Lofty  towers  are  humbled  low, 

CHORUS. 

Far  more  sweet,  &c. 

ARNO. 

Great  ones,  from  their  lofty  towers, 
May  look  down  on  little  bowers ; 
But  the  pine  the  tempest  rends, 
While  the  violet  scarcely  bends. 

CHORUS. 

Far  more  sweet,  &c. 

EDITH. 

When  winds  do  blow,  then  little  bowers, 
Blooming  round  such  cots  as  ours, 
Safer  in  a  lowly  state, 
May  look  down  upon  the  great  \ 

CHORUS. 

And  more  sweet,  &c. 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE    I. 


A  large  Gothic  Apartment,  adorned  with  •'■ 
Head.y,  Martial  Trophies,  Suits  of  Armour, 
Targets,  Spears,  Cross- Bows,  clnd  Coats  of 
Anns ;  the  whole  exhibiting  the  Prowess  of 
an  old  English  Baron,  in  the  different 
Achievements  of  Peace  and  J  Far,  The  Cur- 
tain rises  to  Minstrel  Music,  mixed  with  a 
short  triumphant  Volley  of  the  Horn.  At 
one  Wing  enter  Six  Archers,  with  Bows  and 
Arrows,  and  Kets  filled  with  Game.  At 
another  Jl'ing,  Six  Falconers,  some  with 
Hawks  in  their  Hands;   then, 


Enter   Sir  Errold,    with   Sir    Topaz.    Sir 
Hardeottle,  Sir  High,  and  Sir  Bugle, 

followed  by  Six  Attendants  in  green  Frocks 
and  Caps,  hazing  a  Stag  and  other  dead  Game. 
Lastly,  the  Minstrel  (Henry)  with  his 
Harp,  playing  the  Symphony  of  the  j  allowing 
Song,  which  he  sings,  and  to  zehich  there  is 
an  universal  Chorus. 
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HENRY. 

TO  T,Z  SET  WITH  JOVIAL  SPIRIT   AND  MARTIAL   ARDOR, 
AND   A   Fl'LL  CHORUS. 

SONG, 

Merry  hunters  and  hawkers,  and  archers,  so  gay. 

Ye  blithe-hearted  throng 

Come  join  in  the  song, 
And  chorus  the  triumph  which  crowns  this  fair  day. 

See  the  fruits  of  our  toil, 

[Pointing  to  the  game. 

We  are  loaded  with  spoil, 
Mere  dangles  the  falcon,  and  there  lies  the  deer. 

In  the  wood  or  in  sky, 

Stag  or  falcon  must  die, 
When  Fate  tips  the  arrow,  and  Death  points  the  spear. 

CHORUS. 

So  hunters  and  hawkers,  &c. 

That  Fate  and  Death  tip  them  our  foes  can  declare, 

When  the  trumpet  alarms, 

[lh:re  the  trumpet  comes  in. 

And  calls  us  to  Arms: 
As  they  conquer  in  peace,  so  they  conquer  in  war: 

In  forest  and  held, 

Our  victims  must  yield  ; 
For  pleasure,  for  glory,  we  equal  are  found. 

When  danger  is  near, 

And  the  clarion  we  hear,  [The  clarion 

VOL,    IT  y 


320,  love's   TRIALS, 

The  pipe  and  the  lute, 

[Pipe  ana  lute  come  in 
Harp  and  horn,  shall  be  mute :  [Harp. 

The  pipe,  &c. 

Harp  and  horn,  &c.  [Horn 

And  only  the  trumpet  and  clarion  rebound, 

The  trumpet,  [The  trumpet. 

The  clarion. 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

So  hunters  and  hawkers,  Slc.  &c. 


SIR    ERROLD. 

Well  sung',  minstrel,  and  well  chorused,  my 
noble  brother  barons  and  merry  men  all!  That 
sky-aspiring  falcon,  and  that  fine  dapple-faced 
fellow,  gave  us  brave  sport ;  and  had  we,  as  your 
song  says,  Mr.  Minstrel,  instead  of  chasing  the 
beasts  of  the  Held  or  the  birds  of  the  air,  been 
attacking  the  kxf.mies  of  our  kino  and 
Coixtrv,  we  had  been  equally  intrepid  and 
\  ictorious.  But  the  youth  w  ho  performed  such 
wonders  on  foot,  and  who  managed  his  falcon 
ami  his  bow  with  a  skill  superior  to  us  all, 
is  mining.      Trieiids,   seek  him  out. 

[il.vcunt  arc/iL)';<;  hurdcrs.  j'alcoicrs,  eve. 
-,iu   TOPAZ. 

When  the  quarry  was  tumbling,  1  ques- 
tioned him,  but  answer  made  he  none,  save 
that  the  minstrel,  his  relation',  could  story  him. 
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SIP.     ERROLD. 

Were  you  then  present?  We  saw  you  not 
Know  yon  this  youth  ? 

JiEXRY. 

Unnoticed  by  others,  I  saw,  with  pleasure,  his 
achievements:  he  is  my  near  of  kin,  and  I  love 
him,  Sir  Knight,  as  another  self:  you,  too, 
perchance,  noble  barons,  may  have  some  re- 
membrance. He  is  the  person  who  had  the 
honour  to  contend  with  each  of  you  this 
morning,  at  the  tournament. 

SI  R    'I  OPAZ. 

The  devil  he  is  ! 

SIR     ERROLD 

Then  I  believe,  brother  barons,  you'll  not 
forget  him  in  haste,   ha,  ha,  ha! 

S  i  R   HUGH. 

No,  no,  ve  shall  all  cany  the  tokens  he  lias 
left  us  to  our    rarcs. 

SIR     ERROLD. 

Glorious  youth!  invite  him,  venerable  Sir, 
t       oar     castle.      Wheiefore    is    he    not    with 

}uur 

HENRY. 

Alas,  Sir,  a  wild  and  high-blooded  young- 
man,  though  of  humble  birth ;  agile  as  that 
poor  speckled  victim  in  its  youth,  rapid  as  one 
of  his  own  arrows,   and  loving:  to  soar  out  of 
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sight,  and  fold  himself  in  clouds,  like  one  of 
those  falcons  you  have  now  brought  from  the 
sky: —  and  yet,  with  all  this  wildness,  he  is  in 
love ! 

-ALL, 

In  love ! 

HENRY. 

When  the  pastimes  of  the  day  were  over,  he 
presented  your  fair  daughter,  Sir  Knight,  with 
all  the  trophies  of  his  varied  success;  placed  his 
merlin  on  her  wrist,  stuck  the  feather  of  honour 
in  her  hair ;  and,  as  he  left  the  field,  with  sad 
and  downcast  eyes,  he  gave  me  this  paper, 
which  expresses,  alas,  his  passion  and  his 
despair. 

si n  TOPAZ. 

Cmph  !   there's  another  lift  lor  us  ! 

S  I  II   ERROLD. 

That  paper,  if  you  please,   good  minstrel. 

HENRY. 

He  told  me,  as  he  delivered  it,  'twas  the  little 
history  of  a  love-sick  heart,  pencilled  down  in 
this  tablet  swifter  than  the  arrow  from  his 
bow.  Finding  in  it  a  sweet  sadness,  mixed 
with  a  lire  that  characters  his  spirit,  I  have 
been  trying  to  suit  it  to  my  harp. 
Silt  errold. 

V. ;.:  v  let  us  hear. 
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HENRY. 

If  the  measure  should  halt,  the  fault  can  be 
mine.     Yet,  me  thinks,  I  can  manage  it. 

A  I  R. 

PLAINTIVE   AXD  FERVID. 

Since  love,  alas,  has  pro-v'd  my  foe,, 
A  captive  must  the  conqueror  go: 
From  distant  lands  I  came  to  prove, 
Though  low  my  birth,  how  proud  my  love  I 
For  love,  the  bow,  the  blade,  I  drew; 
For  love,  the  pipe,  the  horn,  I  blew; 
For  love  I  bid  my  falcon  stand, 
And  quit  the  sky  for  Emma's  hand  ; 
For  love,  1  sought  the  mimic  fight; 
For  love,  disarmed  each  rival  knight; 
For  love  1  came,  for  love  I  fly ; 
For  love  I  liv'd,  for  love  must  die! 

SIR  TOPAZ. 

Poor  youth  !  he  is  far  gone,  indeed! 

HENRY 

He  has  nothing  to  justify  his  ambition,  but 
his  sincerity,  and  the  merit  of  the  object 

SIR    ERROLD. 

Yes,  he  has  youth,  courage,  a  fair  person, 
and,  I'll  be  bounden  for  him,  an  honest  heart! 
—  the  best  justifications  in  the  world! — If 
Emma  likes  there  as  well  as  I  do,  he  shall  not 
die  of  love,  I  warrant  you.  Come,  barons,  lie 
that  wins,    you  know,  is  to    wear  her.     I've 
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shewn  yon  fair  play  —  do  ye  the  sane.     Come 
along, ,. little  Buple  [Exit  xcith  Sir  Topaz. 

SIR    P  V  O  I  E. 

With  all  my  heart — I  1  a- e  p\enup  hope 
long  since,  and  there  f  re  have  got  out  of  the 
reach  of  disappointment.  [Exit. 

SIR   HARDBOTT  I  E. 

Your  kinsman  will  not  rind  any  insurmount- 
able obstacles  in  us.  T  fancy;  so  your  servant, 
master  minstrel.  [Edit, 

SIR   HE  Oil, 

No,  we  are  nan.  con.  I  believe,  in  that  busi- 
ness; so  your  servant,  master  minstrel.     [Exit, 

SCLXE  II. 

HEXRY. 

So  the  good  baron,  with  all  his  pride  of  an- 
cestry, would  consign  his  Nut-brown  Maid  to 
the  arms  of  the  humble  Henry  !  My  quondam 
rivals  are  sick  of  contention,  and  I  have  only 
to  cast  away  my  cloud,  and  come  forth  with 
splendour: — and  yet,  -  ov;  unreasonable!  I 
have  seen  such  things  in  the  married  state, 
which  began  equally  auspicious,  that  I  shudder, 
am1  am  still  doubtful  of  woman's  constancy. 
It  should  he  more  severely  tried  than  gold.  It 
should  pass  the  lire  seven  times,  ere  it  he  pro- 
noun; ed  without  dross.  O,  here  comes  1'lorin, 
—  I  icili  be  satisfied. 
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SCENE  III. 

Henry,  Florin. 

henry. 
[Embracing.']      My    dear  Florin,    welcome, 
welcome  to  my  arms. 

florin. 
Henry,     my    dear    Henry,    how    art   thou? 
T!n»  is   almost  the  first  moment  the  bustles  of 
tne  day   have  thrown  us  within  reach  of  that 
question, 

HENRY. 

Well,   Florin,  we  know  one  another. 

FLORIN. 

Though  riddles  to  every  body  else. 

HENRY. 

Aye,  and  have  kept  our  mutual  secret. 

FLORIN. 

Where  most  other  friends  lose  theirs ;  in  the 
hearts  of  our  mistresses. 

HENRY. 

Ah,  my  dear  Florin,  you  luirc  tried  your 
mistress ;  and  though  you  find  her  to  be  a 
princess,  she  is  still  faithful  to  her  shepherd. 

FLORIN. 

Yes,  and  yours,  though  a  high-born 
barons    daughter,    who    has    princely    blood 
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coursing  in  her  veins,  too,  lias  sustained  equal 
trials,   and  been  proved  no  less  faithful. 

HENRY. 

But  if,  after  all,  it  should  be  my  fate  to  drag 
the  nuptial  chain  for  forty  or  fifty  years  with 
a  woman  that  should  deceive  me  at  last !  I 
must,  I  must  be  satisfied  :  you  know  the  plain 
I  know  that  I  am  my  own  victim ;  but  it  is 
the  curse  of  my  disposition,  and  I  cannot 
help  it. 

FFORIN. 

There  is  that  about  you,  Henry,  which  I  fear 
will  never  suffer  you  to  be  happy. 

HENRY, 

He  who  loves  must  doubt,   Florin. 

FLORIN. 

He    who     loves     should     have    confidence, 
Henry. 

HENRY. 

Confidence  is  the  nurse  of  hypocrisy, 

FLORIN. 

I  am  sure  the  want  of  it  is  worse. 

HENRY. 

Believe  me.   Florin,   I  have  seen  the  mischief 
of  too  much  trusting. 

FLO  [UN. 

And  I,   Henry,   of  too  much  suspecting. 

HENRY. 

It  is  the  one  point  we  never  can  agree  about, 
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my  friend  :    give  me  my  way,  therefore,  this 
once.     0  that  I  had  Florin's  faith  ! 

FLORIN. 

"Without  which  you  never  can  know  Florin's 
happiness,  depend  upon  it.  I  this  instant  part- 
ed with  your  Nut-brown  Maid  —  blessed  at  the 
thought  of  your  being  at  last  convinced,  fond- 
ly believing  the  most  urgent  business  has  called 
you  from  the  castle,  and  as  fondly  counting 
the  moments  till  your  return. 

HENRY. 

Heigho  ! 

r  LOR  IX. 

While  here  are  you  in  one  of  your  disguises, 
brooding  over  visionary  fears,  and  purposely 
throwing  obstacles  in  the  way   of  your  own 

felicity. 

HENRY. 

"What  can  I  do? 

FLORIN. 

Trust. 

HENRY. 

Impossible  !  This  once,  dear  Florin ■ 

FLORIN. 

Ah,  Henry  !   Henry  ! 

HENRY, 

You  are  too  easy. 

FLORIN. 

You  arc  too  difficult. 
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HENRY. 

You  grow  warm,   Florin. 

FLORIN. 

..     L.vcil'    tO     SCC     a    j.'tli^\yA.    ZZ     CGiu.    d!-.\ 

tu  :tk  us. 

V'ENRY. 

L-j  su   ^  *«*cnd  so  confident  and  ere- 
DIALOGUE. 

FLORIN. 

O  woful  condition 
Thi<  life  of  suspicion, 
Of  all  mortal  plagues  it  is  surely  most  eursr, 

HENRY. 

A  woful  condition 
This  life  of  suspicion, 
Vet,  of  all  mortal  plagues,  it  is  sure  not  most  curst. 

FLORIN. 

Thy  heart's  full  of  fears 
Where  no  falsehood  appears, 

Still  doubting  the  fairest  and  best  are  the  zcorst. 

HEN  II Y. 

The  heart  that  ne'er  fear? 
Till  falsehood  appears, 
May  find  what  seems  fairest  and  best  is  the  worst. 

FLORIN. 

Of  woman  and  gold, 
I've  often  been  tokl. 
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That  mix'd  up  with  sterling  there's  always  some  dross; 

Ar>d  richest  is  he, 

And  wisest  I  see, 
Who's  content  with  much  gain,  and  compounds  for 

some  /oss. 

HENRY. 

Of  woman  and  gold 

]No  truth  can  be  told, 
Till  both  have  seven  times,  been  assay'd  in  thejire ; 
He  ne'er  takes  base  ore, 
V  ho  thus  proves  it  before, 
So  woman,  like  gold,  is  worth  nought  till  you  try  her 

FLORIN. 

May  I  be  the  lover 
Inclined  to  discover 
In  each  smile  of  my  mistress  some  token  of  love. 

HENRY. 

I  too'd  be  the  lover 

Inclin'd  to  discover 

In  each  smile  of  my  mistress  some  token  of  love. 

FLORIN. 

But  till  falsehood  comes  out, 
O  ne'er  let  me  doubt, 
But  still  think  each  smile  is  a  token  of  love. 

HENRY. 

Since  when  falsehood  comes  out, 
It  is  too  late  to  doubt, 
I'D  be  sure  thai  each  smile  is  a  token  of  love. 
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FLORIN. 

I  her  smiles  will  believe, 
Till  once  the\  deceive, 
Though,  their  falsehood  once  prov'd,  I  would   credit 
them  never  ;  [Going  one  Kay. 

HENRY. 

And  when  \  believe 
That  they  cannot  deceive. 
All  our  life  shall  be  smiles,  and  111  trust  her  for  ever  ' 

[Going  out  oJ  the.  oppesite  xdc. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Collage  of  the  Glen. 

Enter  Emma  and  Edith  .-  both  dressed  as  for 
the  Evening  Revels.  Edith  stilt  as  a  Shep- 
herdess, but  xcith  a  Coronet  of  Floxcers ;  Emma 
tilth  the  Falcon's  Feather  in  her  Hair. 

EMMA. 

Delightful !  I  protest  it  is  quite  a  romance. 
I  knew  you  were  no  Shepherdess;  but  I  own  I 
did  not  suspect  you  were  a  little  princess.  Ac- 
cording to  the  order  of  things,  I  ought  now  to 
remain  in  this  cottage,  and  you  go  take  pos- 
session of  that  castle. 
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EDITH. 

What,  have  you  forgot  our  convention  al- 
ready ? 

And,  though  I  the  heir  of  a  kingdom  should  be, 
The  palace  and  cottage  for  once  should  agree. 

Besides,  though  I,  by  birth,  am  a  little  West- 
moreland princess,  you  know,  by  fortune,  I  am 
an  outcast,  and  still  in  want  of  a  sister,  a 
friend,  and  a  cottage.  Wilt  thou  not  still  pro- 
tect the  poor  Shepherdess  of  the  Glen? 

EMMA. 

Protect !    yes,    and  love  her   too   in   every 

state  ! 

EDITH. 

Then,  in  every  state,  we  must  be  happy; 
for,  in  cot  or  castle,  the  choicest  blessing  is  a 
friend . 

A  I  R. 

Friendship  can  o'er  the  storm  prevail, 
When  Fortune  blow-  her  rudest  gale  • 
And  when,  O  Love  !   thy  flow'rets  tall, 
Friendship's  the  oak  to  brave  it  all. 

In  Friendship's  cause  I'd  seek  the  shore 
Where  billows  dash  and  lions  roar  ; 
1.  a  weak  shrub,  my  aid  would  lend, 
\nd  prove  the  oak  to  guard  my  friend. 
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And  whatsoe'er  my  friend  befell, 
On  v. Live,  in  \,ood,  or  gloomy  cell, 
'finis  the  weak  shrub  its  ;inns  should  bend, 
And  prove  the  oak  to  guard  my  friend. 

[Ardently  embracing , 

EMMA. 
Lovely  Edith  ! 

EDITH. 

But  tl iLs  will-o'-the-whisp  lover  ol'  you r*s- 
what,   he's  off  aii'ain  ? 

EMMA. 

Soon  to  return;  and  return,  I  hope,  foi 
ever.  You  know  his  almost  insuperable  doubts 
of  our  sex's  constancy;  out  I  hope  we  are  now 
in  the  way  of  conquering  them  all,  and  then, 
with  thy  friendship  and  Henry's  love,  how 
happy  shall  I  be  ! 

EDITH. 

That  is  to  say,  as  happy  as  such  a  lover  ivi'U 
permit. 

EMMA. 

Such  lovers  are  the  best,  my  dear:  when 
once  convinced,   they  arc  convinced  jar  life, 

ET1TII. 

Yes,  but  it  takes  up  one's  life  to  convince 
them.  They  dare  not  be  happy,  for  fear  they 
should  be  miserable  ;  and,  like  timid  children, 
they  fall  for  fear  ihe)  .di.mld  tumble. 

L.\J  MA. 

Alas,   my  Edith  !   I  fear,   in  this  life,   the  cup 
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of  love  must  be  ever  mixed  with  some  bitter 
ingredients. 

EDITH. 

Well,   than];  heaven,  I  have,  us  yet,  had  none 
of  its  bitters. 

EMMA. 

Then,   possibly,  you  have  not  so  fully  tasted 
its  sweets. 

Love  and  Sorrow  tzans  were  born. 
On  a  sunshine  show 'ry  morn  ; 
"Twas  in  prime  of  April  weather, 
When  it  shone  and  rain'd  together. 
lie,  who  never  sorrow  knew, 
Kever  felt  affection  true, 
ISever  felt  true  passion's  pow'r; 
Sun  and  dew  must  nurse  love's  flow'r  : 
lu  April  weather,  it  appears 
Soft  in  sunshine,  sweet  in  tears.* 

EDITH. 
Very  like ;  but,  if  love  and  sorrow,  as  you 
say,  are  twins;  and  if  twins  cannot,  as  I  am 
told  is  the  case,  live  without  one  another,  why, 
it  would  be  a  kind  of  double  murder  to  part 
them,  you  know;  and  so  heaven  bless  them  to- 
gether,  I  say  ! 

e  :.i  m  a  . 
Ha,   ha  !   may  you  have  only  just  so  much  of 

*A  passage  from  the  Author's  li  Landscape  in  ^  t  rse. ' 


336  love's  trials. 

the  company  of  one,  my  dear,  as  is  necessary 
to  keep  alive  the  spirit  of  the  other.  All  1 
know  is,  thou  sweet  princess  shepherdess,  my 
love  for  thee  is  so  great,  that  no  twins  can 
be  more  happy  in  the  society  of  each  other, 
nor  could  they  sulfer  more  than  I  shall  when 
we  part. 

EDITH. 

Part !  friendship  forbid  !  Not  all  the  crowns, 
nor  lovers  on  earth,  shall  have  power  to  sepa- 
rate us ;  for, 

Thus  shall  die  shrub  its  arm?  extend, 

EMMA. 

And  prove  an  oak  to  hold  your  friend. 
So,  now  to  the  castle.       [Exeunt,  arm  in  arm. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Draco,  alone. 

I  am  weary  with  traversing  in  my  armour, 
hut  the  more  fatigue  the  better.  The  baron 
and  the  other  knights  of  the  castle  tell  me  I 
have  lost  myself;  whereas,  I  have  all  the  time 
been  finding  out  other  people.  Such  disco- 
veries !  First.  I  have  discovered  that  the  little 
ill-favoured  fellow,  who  calls  himself  Trundle, 
and  whom  I  smote  this  morning,  is  one  whom 
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nobody  can  make  out,  and  who  is,  besides, 
my  rival,  for  the  which  I  must  smite  him  again. 
Secondly,  when  I  had  my  spear  at  his  varlet 
throat,  I  did  not  know  how  great  a  man  I 
might  be  knocking  on  the  head ;  whence  I 
have  discovered  that  he  can  be  no  other  than 
the  caitiff  king  who  shut  up  the  princess,  for 
which  I  must  smite  him  once  more.  Thirdly, 
I  have  discovered  that  old  Sylvan  and  young 
Florin  have  yet  something  about  them  that  I 
cannot  find  out.  One  thing  is  clear,  the 
old  fellow  wishes  to  wed  the  princess  to  the 
young  one,  for  the  which  I  must  rescue  the 
lady,  and  smite  the  gentleman.  Here  are  half 
a  dozen  miscreants  to  subdue,  still.  These 
achieved,  I  will  make  my  triumphal  entry  into 
the  castle ;  but  no  more  idle  sports  till  my  bu- 
siness is  ended.  The  horns  are  still ;  the  hall 
is  quiet:  the  revels  will  not  yet  come  on,  and 
I  shall  have  just  time  enough  to  cut  off  that 
varlet  Trundle's  head  before  supper. 

[Trundle  peeps  from  the  cottage  door,  xchilt 
Draco  paces  about. 

TRUNDLE. 

[Aside.]     What  do  I  hear' 

DRACO. 

I  have  no  time  to  lose. 

[The  stage  darkens  gradually ;  the  music  is 
terrifying. 

VOL,     II  Z 
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S  O  N  G. 

Fe,  fa,  turn. 

Sure,  sure  he's  come, 
A  traitor,  a  traitor,  a  traitor  loves  the  dark, 
Guilt,  guilt  prowls  by  stealth, — no*.v  hark,  Draco,  hark  ! 

Pit  pat,  pit  pat, 

A  traitor  that, 

I  smell  a  caitifFs  tread  — 

Dead, —  caitiff,  —  chad  ! 

Thus,  with  a  mighty  gash,       [Floioislus, 

Thy  head  I  slash, 

With  my  fe,  fa,  Ann, 

Ha,  ha  !   behold  the  moon, 

1  shall  spy  thee  soon, 

Now  this  way  was  the  tread  — 

Bead,  dead,  caitiff,  dead  ! 
"lis  in  vain  that  you  fly,  'tis  in  vain  that  you  fly, 
A  traitor,  a  traitor,  a  traitor  ought  to  die  ! 

[During  this  sc»!g,  Trundle  steals  out,  avoids  the 
thrusts  and  violence  of  Draco;  is  in  the  utmost 
consternation,  but,  by  dodging,  escapes  into  tin 
cottage,  and  Draco  goes  out  in  the  Jury  of  attack, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Trundle  in  his  Harpers  Dress,  xciih  a 
large  Bundle, from  the.  Cottage. 

Cut  off  my  head  before  supper,  will  he  !   not 
if  I    can    help  it,    though,    Mr.    Fe,   fa.    fuin. 
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Ecod,  I  believe  all  the  plagues  are  to  fall  upon 
this  poor  sinful  head  in  one  day;  so,  the  sooner 
it  is  cut  off,  the  better.  I  have  been  the  sport 
of  one  mischief  or  another  ever  since  I  came 
vagabonding  with  this  madcap,  Squire  Henry. 
My  flesh  heat  to  a  mummy  in  the  morning;  my 
bones  bruised  to  a  powder  at  noon;  in  that 
chase,  where  I  thought  to  do  such  feats,  an 
arrow  nearly  shot  into  my  brain  after  dinner; 
and  now  mv  head  <roin<>'  to  he  cut  off  before 
supper !  There's  a  gang  of  furies  setting  their 
wits  against  a  poor  little  fellow,  for  you.  And 
what  a  plague  am  I  here  now  for,  and  what's 
this  bundle  for  that  Florin  gave  me  such  orders 
to  bring  to  Henry  ?  O,  here  comes,  as  I  guess 
by  his  minstrel  petticoats,  the  Squire  himself. 
Do,  pray,  Lady  Moon,  get  out  of  that  cloud  a 
little,  that  we  may  not  be  playing  at  blind- 
man's  buff  with  each  other  in  this  manner. 


SCENE  VIE 

Enter  Henry. 

Trundle  !  Scamandro  !  is  it  you  ?  yes,  it  is 
thy  hand  I  feel :  thou  hast  got  the  precious 
bundle ? 

TRUNDLE. 

Yes,  yes,  I  have  got  it,  and  precious  enough 
z   2 
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it  had  like  to  have  been  to  me;  it  was  within 
an  inch  of  costing-  nic  my  head. 

HENRY. 

No  time,  dear  Trundle,  for  jests,  now. 

TRUNDLE. 

Jests !  ecod,  a  man's  head  is  a  serious  thing,  I 
fancy ;  yet  Master  Fe,  fa,  fum,  would  have 
sliced  it  like  a  cucumber  for  supper  ! 

HENRY. 

As  thou  lovest  me,  no  foolery ;  the  greatest 
trial  of  my  life  and  of  Emma's  honour  is  at 
hand :  assist  me  this  once,  and  all  my  future 
promises  shall  be  confirmed. 

TRUNDLE. 

Pray,  Sir,  under  reverence,  what  mischief  is 
likely  next  to  happen  to  me?  I  could  like  to  be 
a  little  prepared,  that's  all;  and,  at  the  time  I 
•.mi  trying  to  keep  this  head  on  my  shoulders  till 
after  supper,  at  least,  it  may  be  as  well  to  have 
an  eye  to  the  other  parts  of  this  agreeeble, 
though  much-injured,  person. 

HENRY. 

Silence,  I  say,  with  your  ribaldry  !  There  i^ 
bill  iittle  glory  in  overcoming  such  competitors 
as  are  now  at  the  castle.  1  find  them  unwor- 
thy the  love  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid,  or  of 
being  the  rivals  of  Henry:  fellows,  who  have 
riebes  without  wisdom,  and  tolly  without 
Henes. 
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TRUNDLE. 

What,  you  have  not  had  trouble  and  torment 
enough,  yet? 

HENRY. 

Attend:  —  Returning  from  the  chase,  I  saw 
a  groupe  of  gipsies  gathered  near  a  lire  they 
had  kindled  by  the  side  of  the  barons  deep 
forest. 

TREND  I.E. 

I  saw  them,  too,  and  did  not  like  their  looks: 
they  were  rolled  up  together  like  a  bundle  of 
rags. 

HENRY. 

They  were  so.  The)-  themselves  are,  I  sup- 
pose, by  this  time  in  embroidery ;  for  the 
scheme,  which  I  am  how  about  to  execute, 
then  rolling  in  my  mind,  I  gave  them  the  price 
of  costly  raiment  tor  their  ragged  wardrobe, 
which  their  chief  carried  for  me  to  the  cottage, 
and  which  is  now  in  that  very  bundle. 

Titli  XDLE. 

How!  in  this  bundle?  Poll!  I'll  not  touch 
them.  And  what  are  wholesome  persons,  like 
us,  to  do  with  such  trumpery?  There,  go 
along;  go,  ye  are  ail  perquisites  of  the  next 
dunghill. 

HENRY. 

On  pain  of  death,  rascal !  take  it  up  this 
minute.    Go  instantly  into  that  cottage,  which 
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Is  at  our  disposal :  Sylvan  ami  Florin  will  at- 
tend thee ;  Emma  and  Edith  are  at  the  castle. 
I  have  myself*  even  this  instant,  delivered,  in 
this  minstrel  garb,  a  note  to  Emma,  that  will 
forthwith  summon  her  to  the  bower  of  the 
woodbines  south  of  the  castle.  So  soon  as 
thou  art  equipped  in  one  of  the  dresses  thou 
wilt  take  from  that  bundle,  pack  the  rest  care- 
fully up,  and  repair  with  it  to  the  beech-tree  : 
shouldst  thou  discover  the  Nut-brown  Maid 
and  myself  conferring  together,  pass,  unper- 
ceivedj  into  the  bower,  and  .await  my  sum- 
mons. 

TRUNDLE. 

And  if  I  may  be  so  bold,  Sir,  to  ask,  what  is 
to  come  of  this  vagary? 

HENRY. 

O,  Trundle  !  if  my  Emma,  at  such  a  moment, 
at  such  a  time  of  the  night,  after  what  I  shall 
relate  to  her,  (for  I  have  a  dreadful  tale  to  tell, 
and  you  yourself  would  pity  me, )  if  I  say, 
my  Nut-brown  Maid  will  consent  to  leave  her 
house,  her  dress,  her  lovers,  her  father,  to  go 
away  with  an  unhappy  man  in  those  vile  weeds, 
can  I  an}-  longer  doubt  of  her  love?   O,  no  ! 

TRUNDLE. 

Do,  Sir,  now,  for  mercy's  sake,  let  me  re- 
cover a  little,  and  take  breath  before  you  pro- 
ceed,   for   vou   reallv   frghtcn   me   out  of  my 
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wits ;  and,  if  we  should  both  of  us  be  crazy  at 
once,   what  would  beeome  of  us  ? 

HENRY. 

No  !  if  she  complies  with  this,  ah  possibility 
of  farther  doubt  is   removed,  and   I   shall  be 
fully  convinced. 

TRIJNDLE, 

And  so  shall  I,  too,  I  promise  you :  I  shall 
be  convinced  love  has  whirled  her  poor  senses 
about  till  there  is  not  a  pin  to  choose  between 
you.  Heaven  save  all  our  heads]  what  will 
become  of  us  ? 

HENRY. 

And  yet,  Trundle,  were  all  men  to  be  as  cau- 
tious as  I  am,   we  should  have  fewer  unhappy 

marriages. 

TRUXDLE. 

Eeod,  Sir,  I  am  of  your  way  of  thinking1, 
for  we  should  have  no  matches  at  all. 

HENRY. 

It  is  time  to  separate  ;  I  must  away  :  thou  to 
the  cottage  to  equip  thyself  Here's  something 
tor  thy  trouble  :  more  hereafter.  I  shall  fold 
myself  up  for  the  present  in  a  shepherd  dress  I 
have  procured  of  Florin,  and  which  he  has,  ere 
tliis,  disposed  in  the  bower,  near  to  the  scene  of 
appointment.  Tbe  baron  and  his  friends  are 
busied  in  preparing  the  revels.  The  night  is 
come,  all  things  arc  auspicious.    You  will  smile. 
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Trundle,  and  I  know  you  deem  me  extrava- 
gant, but  remember  our  antient  song-:  the  first 
that  I  taught  thee  to  the  harp.  If  that  be 
true,  I  am  justified  in  my  fears  of  the  whole 
sex. 

TRUNDLE. 

Ecod,  they  are  all  bad  enough,  for  that  mat- 
ter: and  this  purse  jinks  so  prettily,  that  I  do 
think  it  would  be  in  time  to  our  old  song-,  Sin- 
Suppose  we  try,   Sir. 

HENRY. 

It  must  be  instantly,  then,  for  I  must  away. 
—  The  hour  approaches.  — Now  for  it. 

D  U  E  T. 

FHOM   THE   ORIGINAL   BALLAD. 

V>e  it  right  or  wrong, 

These  men  among. 
Of* women  do  complain; 

Affirming  this, 

How  that  it  is 
A  labour  spent  in  vain  ; 

For  love  them  a\  ell, 

They  ne'er  a  deal, 
,  A  man  will  love  again. 

Thus,  night  and  day, 

'1  hey  g.0  astrav, 
As  is  both  writ  and  said: 

And  woman's  faith 

I>  as  who  saith, 
True  love  is  all  decav'd  ! 
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[Exeunt,  Henry  at  the  icing,  Trundle 
towards  the  cottage,  hat  returns  imme- 
diately. 


scene  vnr. 

Trundle  alone. 

Poor  man  !  —  Can't  hold  it  much  longer.  — 
I'll  order  his  fetters,  I  think,  out  of  pure  loving- 
kindness.  Now,  for  the  humour  of  the  thing, 
[Sits  again  on  the  bundle]  let  us  put  the  poor 
soul's  different  distractions  together,  and  so  then 
bundle  him  up,  like  these  old  clothes.  —  First 
of  all,  who  is  he?  Nobody  knows — buys  me 
a  house  in  the  midst  of  a  wood,  and  only  comes 
to  it  or  me  when  the  love  whimsey  bites,  and 
then  at  night,  like  one  of  Robin  Hood's  gang; 
then  we  set  off  next  day  in  a  disguise,  uj:>on 
some  prank,  to  this  castle;  then  away  again. — ■ 
He  gives  me  his  purse,  and  we  don't  see  him 
for  a  month;  and  now  he  has  given  another 
purse  for  a  bundle  of  tatters  that  may  clap 
diseases  on  our  backs  for  the  rest  of  our  lives. 
—  Hey,  ecod,  a  thought  [rises']  strikes  me. 
■ — I  fancy  some  mischief  will  happen  if  I  stay 
on  these  premises  much  longer — I  had  better 
get  my  master  and  myself  off  before  worse  be- 
tides us.  — Little  Fe,  fa,  flim,  may  blunder  upon 
me,   and  then  my  head  goes  to  pot! — ecod  it 
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feels  qucerly  at  present.  Now  if  I  could  but 
get  Cristabelle  to  put  on  one  of  these  same 
gipsy  s.  its,  lead  her  to  the  garden  at  the  time 
appointed,  and  so  set  off  altogether,  I  should 
foil  Draco  finely;  and  even  if  I  should  meet 
him,  as  he  was  looking  for  ray  head,  he  would 
not  know*  me  in  this  disguise:  and  who  the 
plague  would  hurt  an  old  gipsy"-  and  a  female 
too.  for  I'm  determined  to  be  one  of  the  softer  sex. 
Let  us  see  what  this  precious  bundle,  as  Henry 
calls  it,  contains.  [Opens  it."]  Foh!  it's  worse 
than  unloading  a  vessel  from  Constantinople. — 
There  is  a  plague  in  every  rag  of  them: — pity 
they  cannot  perforin  quarantine  for  a  month  or 
so,  before  they  come  upon  a  Christian  body. 
Hey,  what  have  we?  Ecod  here's  a  famous 
petticoat,  where,  though  all  the  colours  seem 
to  he  dead  and  rotten,  will  just  do  for  little 
Trundle:  [puis  it  auktcardly  on]  and  here's  a 
cap  too  will  do  vastly  well,  [puts  it  on)  with 
the  assistance  of  this  hood  [puts  it  on]  and 
bonnet,  [puis  it  on]  to  save  my  poor  dear  head. 
[He  sings  xchile  lie  finishes  his  dress;  and 
completes  putting  on  the  above  things,  (K*c. 

s  O  N  (i. 

In  a  full  suit  of  tatters  i  soon  shall  be  riress'd, 
At  i\\\  point*  an  old  uipsv,  c-cod,  a  Lrood  jest ! 
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Then  as  courtseys  T  fall, 

[Coitrtseys  in  character. 
To  barons  in  hall, 
See  a  poor  wither'd  gipsy,  the  gentry  will  cry, 
Never  harm  an  old  gipsy,  but  let  her  pass  by: 
I'm  a  poor  wither'd  gipsy,  pray  let  me  pass  by. 

[Courtseyi. 
Add  now  for  a  cup,  ( feeling  in   the  bundle)  this  has 

coifF'd  some  old  hag, 
Who  piifer'd  the  hedge,  to  enrich  her  old  bag, 
Rumpled  and  worn, 
Tatt.er'd  and  torn, 
Just  Hi  for  a  gipsy,  the  gentry  will  cry  : 
My  bonnet  comes  next;  but  out  comes  old  hat, 
Pinn'd  to  it  my  cloak,  lin'd  with  fur  of  old  cat: 

But  thus  worn  together,    [Putting  them  on. 
They'll  keep  out  bad  weather : 
Snug— snug  is  the  word,  will  the  gentle  folks  say, 
Tip  the  gipsy  a  tester,  and  let  her  pass  by : 
Heaven  bless  ye,  sweet  gentlefolks,  let  me  pass  by. 

lCourtsej/s. 

And  last,  here's  two  rabbit  skins  make  an  old  muff, 
And  here's  my  old  wallet,  and  now  I've  enough; 
For,  snug  in  my  tatters,  at  length  I'm  full  drcss'd, 
And  thus  save  a  good  head,  which  ecod's  agoodjest. 

So  now  hobbling  along, 

With  cant  and  with  song, 

Rumpled  and  worn, 

Tatter'd  and  torn, 

My  courtsey  let  fall, 

To  barons  in  hall : 
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There  goes  the  old  gipsy,  tierce  Draco  shall  sav. 
And  the  gentry  shall  laugh,  thus  to  see  her  pass  by, 
"While  the  gipsy  shall  laugh  at  them  all,  and  pass  by. 

[Exit,   hobbling  off,  in  high  spirits. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Garden,  in  its  retired 
Parts.  A  south  View  of  the  Castle  is  see?/  at 
a  Distance,  as  at  the  End  of  an  Avenue.  Se- 
vered Groupes  ef  Trees.  A  large  Beech,  with 
a  white  Bench  round  it,  standing  by  itself 
At  some  small  Distance,  on  one  Side,  the 
Bower  of  JJ'oodbines ;  at  another,  a  Piece  of 
/Eater.  The  JMoon  is  seen  rising  gradually 
bright,  but  is  occasionally  clouded  almost  to 
Darkness  for  some  Space,  and  her  Beams  or- 
ceisionallij  gild  the  Water  and  the  Castle.  The 
Dashing  of  Cascaeles,  and  Tail  of  Rills,  arc 
heard  at  Pauses.     After  some  Time, 

Enter  Emma. 

How  arc  all  my  prospects  clouded  in  a  mo- 
ment !  what  new  calamity  can  have  happened  r 
Let  me  read  the  fatal  letter  once  more  — 

"  Dearest  — 

''■  I  write  in  trouble  of  heart.  Unforeseen 
chance  will  disturb  your  peace,  perchance,  i(>r 
ever.      The   minstrel  has   promised    to   deliver 
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you  this.  At  the  eighth  hour,  precisely,  be  at 
our  favourite  tree.  For  the  sake  of  privacy,  I 
shall  come  in  a  shepherd's  dress,  and  under 
shelter  of  the  night.     Adieu, 

"Henry." 
What  can  he  mean?  I  am  before  the  hour. — 
Pray  heaven,  no  one  comes  this  way  to  discover 
us: — yet,  on  such  a  night  as  this,  when  the 
castle  is  full,  'tis  hazardous.  1*11  shift  my 
ground  a  little. 

\She  walks  aside,    and  takes   the  opposite 
path  from  that  which  leads  to  the  bower. 

Enter  Henry  from  the  Bower. 

HENRY. 

Now  then  is  my  happiness  or  misery  to  be 
indeed  decided.  It  is  near  the  time.  Here  is 
the  well  known  beech;  scene  of  a  thousand 
innocent  and  fond  endearments.  How  often 
lias  this  bench  received  us ! 

\ Seats  lumself  while  he  sings, 

S  O  In  G. 

Ah,  fnendly  tree!   dear  heeehen  shade! 
The  favorite  oi' niv  Nut-brown  Maid! 
W  lien  kind  -he  breathes  her  love  to  me, 
And  bids  each  leaf  a  witness  be. 
-Ah  friend !v  tree,   See, 
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Oft  lias  thy  rind  bore  Emma's  name, 
Half  hid,  and  half  revcal'd  my  flame; 
"While  time,  that  fix'd  the  mark  in  thee, 
A  deeper  wound  increased  in  me ! 
Ah,  friendly  tree,  &c. 

Oft  on  thy  boughs,  my  gentle  fair 
Would  leave  a  wreath  for  Henry's  hair: 
But,  ah,  if  now  she  constant  be, 
What  blessings  are  in  store  for  me-J 
Ah,  friendly  tree,,  Sec. 


[Castle  clock  strikes. 

Heavens!  the  castle  clock  gives  the  hour.  — 
I  tremble  at  my  own  experiment.  —  Soft  —  me- 
thought  I  heard  a  step — Yes,  and  yonder 
is  the  form  my  heart  adores,  hastening  to 
join  me. 

EMMA. 

[Perceives,  and  runs  towards  him.]  O 
Henry — my  love  —  my  life  —  what,  what  is 
the  matter?  and  why  dost  thou  tremble  thus, 
and  look  so  wildly  ? 

HENRY. 

O  Emma!  if  thou  art,  indeed,  sincere,  now 
pity  and  deplore  my  fate.  Since  last  we  parted, 
these  hands  have  been  embrued  in  blood ! 

EMMA. 

Iii  blood  !   did^tthou  sav? 
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HENRY. 

You  sec  before  you  a  murderer!  Justice 
pursues  me- — an  ignominious  death  attends  my 
stay  ! 

E  M  M  A . 

Death!  did  you  say,   death? 

HENRY". 

Unless  I  this  night  fly  from  love  and  Emma 
and  my  country,  to  perpetual  banishment. 

KM  MA. 

O,  think  not  it  is  in  the  power  of  thy 
misfortunes  to  part  us.  No,  view  me  resolved 
to  share  thy  fate  whithersoever  it  leads. 

DIALOGUE. 

TO  BE  SET  Willi   PEHVOR   AND  S1MVLICI1  Y. 

Ah,  since  'tis  so,  my  love  must  go, 
Say,  shall  1  leave  my  love  behind  ? 

Shall  it  be  said,  his  Nut-brown  Maid 
Was  to  her  love  unkind? 

Make  ready,  my  love,  for  so  is  thy  love, 

Although  it  were  anon, 
For  in  my  inincl,  of  all  mankind, 

I  love  my  love  alone. 

HENRY, 

O  shameless  deed  !  my  love  take  heed, 
What  men  of  my  love  will  say ; 

To  young  and  old  it  shall  be  told, 
For  love,  my  love  ran  away, 
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Rather  than  she,  for  love  of  me, 
Should  sully  her  lilied  fame, 

O  I  would  to  the  greenwood  go. 
Alone,  a  banish'd  man, 

EMMA. 

Ah,  trust  me  love,  thy  love  would  die, 
[f  from  me  thy  love  were  gone, 

For  in  my  mind,  of  all  mankind, 
My  love  I  love  alone  ! 


Yes,  dear,  dear  Henry,  let  my  presence  make 
lio-ht  vour  cruel  banishment. 

HENRY. 

Vain  request!  Can  Emma  wield  the  battle- 
axe  and  bend  the  bow?  Will  not  her  heart 
quake  at  the  trumpet;  and  when  the  arrows  are 
shot  into  my  bosom  and  her  own,  will  she  not 
curse  the  love  that  betrayed  her  into  clanger? 

EMMA. 

Mistrust  not,  Henry,  my  courage  or  my 
constancy. 

H  i:  x  r;  v . 

Want  and  hunger  must  be  our  portion. 
Weary  with  travel  over  the  desert,  when  we 
have  been  beat  by  the  rain  and  chilled  by  the 
wind,  berries  and  acorns  must  be  our  food ;  our 
house,  the  cliff;  the  damp  leaves  and  withered 
boughs,  which  have  dropped  from  the  trees,  out- 
bed  :  nav,   thou  must  leave  thv  father's  house, 
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thv  father's  arms,  both  of  which,  like   gates  of 
adamant,    will  be  for  ever  barred  against  thee  ! 

EMMA. 

Hard,  cruel  destiny  !  but  the  oath  which  lias 
tied  out  loves  should  influence  our  lives. 
Guide,  guardian,  friend,  and  father,  and  all 
sacred  names  should  be  included.  Henry  in 
safety,  I  would  return  to  my  father,  who  would 
himself  soon  pity  and  forgive  rue.  V.'hile  thou 
wert  measuring  the  woods,  (for,  canst  thou 
think  common  hardships  can  deter  me?)  I 
would  adorn  the  hut  with  moss:  I  would  cull 
the  choicest  herbs  from  the  mead,  and  fetch 
water  from  the  freshest  spring,  for  thy  repast , 
and,   at  night,  I  would  guard  thy  slumbers. 

HENRY. 

But  worse  remains  —  thou  must  mingle  with 
vagrants  and  outlaws;  thine  eye  must  be 
wounded  by  sights  of  horror;  thine  car  insulted 
by  sounds  of  licentiousness. 

EMMA. 

I  would  abhor  the  vice,  but  share  the  sorrow: 
and,  in  my  Henry's  presence,  this  little  heart 
could  not  err. 

IIEXRV. 

Aye,  but  you  must  lay  aside  those  radiant 
folds  of  female  luxury,  and  be  habited  in  the 
coarsest  weeds,   vile  e'en  as  the  Kthion's  hue. 


v  o  l  1 1 , 


A   :.!. 


354  love's   trials. 

EMMA. 

For  thee,  Henry,  those  ornaments  were  put 
on  ;  for  thee  they  shall  he  laid  aside.  The  wo- 
man shall  he  divested  of  her  vanity,  and  clothed 
in  her  virtue.  In  the  basest  disguise,  let  me 
but  be  pleasing*  to  the  eyes  of  Henry,  I  can 
wish  no  more. 

HEN  KY. 

What  do  1  hear?  Can  this  be  Emma?  Talk 
no  more.  Avow  thy  fickle  sex,  and  own  that 
it  is  not  Henry,  but  less  worthy  motives,  incite 
thee  to  an  enterprise  so  abandoned  ! 

KM  MA. 

So  abandoned  !  Can  this  be  Henry?  and  is 
this  the  reward  of  loving  thee  alone  of  all  man- 
kind? 

II EX  RV. 

But  suppose,  rash  maid,  I  should  not  conti- 
nue to  love  thee  alone  of  all  womankind.  Sup- 
pose some  other  fair 

E  M  M  A  . 

No;  thou  never  couldst  be  false.  That  trial 
never  can  be  in  store  for  me. 

II  EX  RY. 

O  Emma!  Emma!  all  excelling,  all  con- 
quering maid!  receive  the  triumph  of  unequal- 
led virtue --and.  hear  me  swear ~ 

EM  MA. 

V»     .  l  dost  thou  mean  ? 
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HENRY. 

O  thou  crown  of  my  love  !  pardon  a  trial  too 
severe,   but  the  last  of  my  life. 

EMMA. 

A  trial  !   Henry? 

HEX  RY. 

No  perjured  knight  desirous  to  forsake  thee; 
no  dark  assassin  condemned  to  woods ;  no  ba- 
nished man  stained  with  blood,  now  sues  to 
thee,  on  his  knees,  [kneeling]  for  the  deep 
sighs  he  has  fetched  from  that  gentle  bosom; 
but  Henry,  thy  own  Henry,  whose  constancy 
and  faith  shall,  from  this  moment,  be  equal  to 
thy  own,  and  who  thus  buries  for  ever  his 
doubts  in  those  dear  arms. 

[Runs  to  embrace  her. 

EMMA. 

O  it  is  too  much  !  This  my  birth-day,  then, 
after  all  its  storms,  is  the  brightest  and  most 
blessed  of  my  life. 

HENRY. 

Now,  then,  dearest,  hasten  to  the  castle. 
Should  inquiry  have  been  made  for  me,  frame 
some  apology  for  this  absence  from  your  father. 
Appear  at  the  revels,  which  I  know  are  prepa- 
ring, with  unusual  gaiety :  I  will  join  thee  soon, 
for  1  have  matter  of  fresh  joy,  and  will  appear 
myself  before  the  assembled  knights  and  the 
Karon,  to  claim  my  Nut-brown  Maid. 
a  a  2 
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EMMA. 

I  scared  v,  Henrv,  can  regret  the  miseries 
your  doubts  have  caused,  since  they  have  more 
strongly  proved  my  tenderness. 

IIEXHY. 

My  heart  is  full ! 

U  I.    E  T. 


EMMA. 

Come,  source  of  every  soft  delight! 
To  mark  this  day  with  spotless  white. 

HENRY. 

Conic,  gentle  peace,,  come,  gentle  peace. 
iUy  soul  from  every  doubt  release: 
Banish  sorrow,  banish  woe, 
I  will  not  to  the  greenwood  go. 

J    M  MA. 

Come,  gt.-iitk-  love,  conn  ,  ccentlc  iov ~. 
Let  only  doubt  in  I*  ircsts  ro\  ■  . 

BOTH. 

Come,  i  co,  See. 

hen  u  v. 
Though  harsh  the  talc  which  1  begun 
Thv  Henry  is  no  banidi'd  n 

l:  m  m  \ . 
.My  Henry  is  no  banish'd  man, 
Though  harsh  the  tale  which  he  beg  .  <. 

HENRY. 

-And  in  my  mind,  of  womankind, 
1  Emma  iovc  alone. 
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EMMA. 

And  iii  my  mind,  of  all  mankind, 
1  Henry  love  alone. 


BOTH. 

Come,  gentle  peace,  Ike. 


SCENE  XL 


[Exeunt. 


Enter  Trundle  in  his  Gipsy  Dress.  He 
comes  from  the  Boicer,  xeith  the  Bundle,  and 
calls  after  Henry. 

TRUNDLE. 

Hip,  hallo,  brother  minstrel!  brother  vaga- 
bond !  Why  they  have  forgot  the  gipsy  busi- 
ness, and  run  off  without  me,  They  have  had 
a  long  pull  of  it.  Now  lie ;  then  she.  Lud, 
hid.  what  a  pack  of  lies  did  he  tell  her !  and  she 
to  believe  him  too!  —  Nay,  for  that  matter,  he 
took  even  me  in  here  and  there.  Now  he  had 
committed  murder,  then  he  had  not;  now  he 
was  banished,  then  he  ■was  a  free  man  !  If  the 
truth  were  known,  I  believe  he  does  not  know 
what  he  is  himself.  At  one  time  he  was  to  eat 
black-berries,  and  at  another  drink  ditch  water. 
O  love,  love! — Well,  thank  heaven,  though  I 
have  often  lost  my  heart,  1  have  still  kept  pos- 
session of  my  reason;  and,  as  another  proof  of 
it.   Cristabelle,  who   seemed   to  relish  the  joke, 
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and  promised  to  he  in  the  bower  almost  as  soon 
as  myself,  has  broke  her  faith  with  me  ;  and  as. 
moreover,  I  do  not  like  this  moon-shine  work, 
prowling  about  the  wood  like  a  famished  wolf, 
I  will  e'en  take  advantage  of  this  precious  dis- 
guise; and.  telling  a  gipsy  tale  or  two.  walk 
quietly  into  the  hall,  and  not  lose  my  head  he- 
fore  supper  time,  at  any  rate.  Eeod,  that's 
another  good  thought.  Little  Trundle,  thou 
art  in  luek  this  evening:  keep  me  out  of  dan- 
ger,  as  I  say,   and  I'm  as  merry  as  a  grig. 

'Going  —  stops  short. 
Enter  Draco. 

Hah,  what  noise  is  that?  It  gets  plaguy  dark 
again.  Tis  Cristabelle,  doubtless.  [Stage 
dark.]  Fine  time,  Mrs.  Cristabelle,  to  come 
now:  however,  better  late  than  never:  — here, 
here  are  the  dresses,  fit  for  the  princess:  I  do 
assure  you,  many  a  monarch  has  gone  off  in  a 
worse,  when  he  has  been  upon  the  scout:  1 
am  in  no  such  gaudy  attire  myself.  [He 
fumbles  about  —  opens  the  bundle  —  advance: 
—  and  at  last  cat  cats  hold  of  Draco's  liand.\ 
Hah!   hah  !    this  is  no  hand  of  mortal  woman: 

ho  !  ho  !  —  I've  got  into  the  clutches  of  some 
giant.  Unfortunate  little  Trundle,  what  will 
become  of  the<  ' 

PR  A  CO. 

V':,'.s'  him,   baa's.,   darts  on  him.   and  a:  i  in 
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gets  him  down.]  Hah!  hah!  miscreant,  have  I 
found  thee  at  last  ?  The  princess,  hey,  thou 
varlet  —  and  Cristabelle  too!  I  heard  of  your 
pranks.  —  What,  you  wanted  to  inveigle  the 
whole  family,   did  you ? 

TRUNDLE. 

[Screams,  <§'c]  The  jade  has  betrayed  me. 
—  'Tis  Fe,  fa3  fum. • — Mercy!  mercy!  murder! 
murder ! 

[A  noise  behind  the  scenes. 

CRISTABELLE  Z  it hliL 

This  way.   this  way,   Sir  Knight. 

sir  to^az  within. 
Follow  that  sound,   follow  that  sound. 

DRACO. 

Now,  varlet,   will  I  trounce  thee. 

[Laying  on. 

TRUNDLE. 

Murder!  help!  murder!  help! 

Enter  Sir  Errold,   Cristabelle,  Barons, 
Servants,  tyc. 

CRISTABELLE. 

Here,  here  they  are,  Sir,  one  of  them  cried 
murder! 

TRU  XDI.f, 

I  tell  you  I  am  an  old  gipsy ;  take  me  to 
the  light,  and  be  convinced. 
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SIR   ERROLD. 

[Running  up  to  him,  can!  seizing  him']  A 
gipsy,  hey!  Villain,  where  is  ivy  daughter? 
Hast  thou  kidnapped  my  child,   villain  ? 

DRACO. 

O  thou  wolf  of  the  woods  !  where  is  that 
lamb,  the  princess  ? 

CIll  STABELLE. 

O  thou  caitiif!   where  is  my  lady? 

[Seizing  one  arm. 

S  III   TOPAZ. 

"Where  is  our  mistress,   thou  slave  ? 

SIR    ERROLD. 

Drag  him  along  to  tne  hall,  and  let  us  make 
a  public  example  of  him.        [Seizing  the  other. 

DRACO. 

Every  man  have  a  limb  of  him,  and  haul 
him  along. 

[Exeunt,  dragging  him  several  xcays,  till 
they  get  him  o[j\ 

SCENE  XII. 

Scene  changes  to  a  ten/  splendid  gothic 
jipartment,  at  once  magnificent  and  venera- 
ble, illuminated. 


-  Enter  Emma,   in  haste. 
Heyday !    nobody   here !    Why,   where   can 
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they  all  have  vanished;  and  wha+  dreadful  noise 
is  this :  O,  here  are  two  of  them,  at  least, 
who  may  give  tidings  cf  the  rest. 

Enter  Edith  and  Florin,  hastily. 
My  sweet  Edith!   what  can  be  the  matter? 
The  castle  is  in  an  uproar ! 

EDITH. 

O,  Emma !  we  have  been  in  such  a  conster- 
nation for  you ! 

EMMA. 

For  me ! 

f  lor  ix. 
Your  father  is  gone  with  all  his  friends  in 
search  of  you.     Where's  Henry?   Where's 

SIR   ERROLD. 

[JFitkin.]     Returned,  did  you  say?  then  I 
am  happy.     Where  is  she  ? 

Enter  Sir  Errold. 

SIR  ERROLD. 

Ah,  my  child  !  my  dear  Emma  !  I  have  been 
terrified  to  death. 

[Runs  up  to  Emma,  and  embraces  her  ten- 
derly. 

EMMA. 

Terrified,  Sir ! 
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SIR    ERR 0  1  D. 

Walk  this  way,  my  child  !    This  way,  sweet 
maid  I   Come  hither,   shepherd  ! 

[SirErrold.  Emma.  Edith,  and  Florin,  walk 
up  the  stage,  and  confer  apart, 

FLORIN. 

I  must  away,  awhile.  [Exit 

Enter  Draco,   Cristabelle,  Baron's,   isc. 

dragging  in  Trundle. 

draco. 
I'll  gipsy  thee.   I  warrant,   thou  varlet ' 

BARON'S. 

In  with  him  !   in  with  him  \ 

crista  belle. 
Now  for  it  \ 

DRACO, 

[Seeing  Emma  and  her  party .]  How!  the 
Nut-brown  Maid  here  before  us.  Hey  !  by  this 
light,  thou  art  a  gipsy,  and  the  ugliest  she- 
monster  of  thy  copper-coloured  generation  I 
ever  saw.  Avaunr.  witch. '  thy  ugliness  saves 
thy  life. 

[He  draws  Trundle  to  the.  light,  examines 
him.  holding  him  down.  Thrusts  Jiim 
away  with,  indignation.—  The  Barons  _  ; 
up  and  join  Emma's  party. 
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TRUNDLE. 

[Taking  breath,  as  if  from  strangling.]  Mv 
ugliness,   then,  is  the  best  friend  I  ever  had  in 

ii iy  lire  ! 

CRISTA  BELLE. 

[Aside.]  I'll  turn  the  jest  about  a  little. 
[Going  up  close  to  Trundle.]  Bless  me!  how 
have  1  be<  .1  mistaken.  Why,  Draco,  this  is  a 
gipsy  sure  enough;  'tis  the  old  swarthy  beldam 
of  the  woods,  who  steals  forth  at  night-fall 
to  tell  Sir  Errold's  maids  their  fortunes, 

DRACO. 

Fortunes!     Does  he— — 

TRUN  DT.E. 

Yes,  your  Worships,  if  you  will  let  me  go 
about  my  business,  Til  tell  all  your  Worships 
fortunes  for  pure  love. 

SIR    TOPAZ. 

[Aside.]  There  needs  no  witchcraft  to  tell 
us  ours,   I  fancy,   brother  baron. 

Emma,   Edith,  and  Florin,  corning  forward. 
O  let  us  have  our  fortunes,  by  all  means  ! 

EMMA. 

[Aside,  as  she  advances.]  Where  can  Henry 
be  all  this  while?  [Coming  forward.]  Come, 
then,  gipsy,  and  make  haste;  it  grows-  late, 
and  we  lose  time. 
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TRUNDLE. 

[To  Sir  Topaz.]  Fair  Sir,  let  me  look  at  your 
line  of  lifer  I'll  begin  with  you.  and  take  your 
Worships  as  you  stand. 

S  [  R  TOPAZ. 

He,  he  !  there,   there.      [Hoick  out  his  hand. 


Trundle,  taking  Sir  Topaz's  Hand. 

S  O  N  G. 

Though  this  hand  good  Sir  Topaz  can  cross  with  good 

gold, 
The  hand  of  your  mistress  i>  not  to  be  sold  , 
And  die  lady  you're  wooing  \v:Tl  neVr  take  your  pelf, 
If  your     wcddi    must    he    tax'd    with   that    lumber, 

\  oursell  . 
From  whence,  good  Sir  Topaz,   Pm  =orc]y  afraid, 
iuu  never  will  curry  the  ^N  tit -brown  Maid. 

[.11!  laugh,  and  chor  .-■  tli    lad  coiqdit. 

S  [  R    life  I  E. 

Well  said,   gipsy!   There's  ihi  i/ou,  Topaz. 


Trundle,  hobbling  fast  from  Sir  Topaz  to 
Si  a  Bugle. 

And.  Sir  Bugle,  though,   ,  r  Venus  was  born, 

Aw\  arc  the  br-i  hunter  thai  ever  blew  horn; 
And  though  in  this  lbx-hun*er*s  !;^t  1  can  trace, 
The  same  jollv  health  that  distends  your  broad  face; 
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And  though,  good  Sir  Bugle,  you're  comely  and  strong, 
'Tis  the  curse  of  a  wife  when  a  dunce  lives  too  long ; 
And  so,  good  Sir  Bugle,  I'm  sorely  afraid 
You  never  will  carry  the  Nut-brown  Maid.       [Chorus. 


SIR  TOPAZ. 

11a,  ha  !   and  there's  for  you,   Bugle  ! 

Trundle  takes  Sir  Hardbottle's  Hand. 

In  the  line  of  your  life,  good  Sir  Knight  of  the  bottle,, 

Though  you,  like  all  fair  jolly  topers,  can  pottle, 

\  et  she  whom  you    wive,   Sir,    must  drink  hard,  or 

quarrel, 
And  prove  a  mere  hoop  to  embrace  the  old  barrel  j 
And  so,  good  Sir  Hardbottle,  I  am  afraid 
You  never  will  carry  the  Nut-brown  Ala  id. 

[All  chorus. 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

SIR   ERROLD. 

There's   a  slap   at  the    cask,   brother  I  lard- 
hot  tie  1 

Trundle  takes  Sir  Hugh's  Hand. 

And  I  grieve  for  to  tell  you,  mv  little  Sir  Hush, 
I  see  but  poor  luck,  in  this  daddle,  tor  you: 
Though  you,  good  Sir  Hugh,  arc  so  merry  an  eh, 
There's  nobody  laughs  at  your  jest  but  yourself; 
And  so.  good  Sir  Hugh,  I'm  sorely  afraid 
You  never  will  marrv  the  Nut-brown  Maid.      [Chorus-. 


366  love's  trials. 

SI  R    li  CO II. 

And  now  she  has  had  a  fling  at  every  one  of 
ns,  ha,   ha,  ha  ! 

OK  A  CO. 

[Sallies  up  to  him.\      Have  you  any  thing  to 
say  to  me  ? 

TRU  N'DLE. 

[Gets  azcay.]     No,   truly,   Mr.  Snapdragon  : 
I  would  if  I  dare,   though.  [Aside. 

SIR    ERR  OLD. 

Come,    come,    the  gipsy  has  acquitted  her- 
self well.     But  where  can  the  minstrel  and  liar 
per  he  all  this  while  ? 

EMMA. 

[Aside.]     Henry  not  yet  come  ! 

TRUNDLE. 

O,   I  believe.   I  could  tell  you  their  fortunes, 
too,  Sir  Knight,  at  least  111  answer  for  the  liar 
per ;  and,   as  for  the  minstrel,   he's  at  hand,    I 
sec,   to  speak  for  himself. 

Enter  Henry  in  his  Minstrel  Dress.      Bozcs 
to  all. 

TRUNDLE. 

So,  brother  Damian,  your  Scamandro  has' 
been  finely  trounced  again:  1  told  you  what 
your  gipsy  scheme  would  come  to. 
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sir  errold. 

How  !   Scheme  did  you  say  ? 

TRUNDLE. 

[Henry  holds  his  hand  in  a  threatening 
\cai/.}  It  does  not  signify  your  making  signs, 
and  threatening  me !  I'm  resolved  to  speak : 
Knights  and  ladies,  he's  no  more  of  a  minstrel 
than  I  am  a  gipsy  ! 

DRACO. 

[Sallies  up  to  him.]  How  !  you  no  gipsy, 
miscreant ! 

SI  R  ERROLD. 

What  dost  thou  say,   woman  ?  No  minstrel ! 
[Trundle  gets  off  to  some  distance. 

DRACO. 

[Sallies  up  to  him.  J  Perhaps  an  enchanter  ! 
I  must  prepare 

SIR  ERROLD. 

Explain,   Sir. 

ALL. 

What,  fresh  mysteries  ? 

HENRY. 

.Proclaim  it  aloud,  Sir  Knight,  that  you* 
daughters  choice  shall  ratify  your  own,  and  I 
will  explain  myself. 

SLR   ERROLD. 

I  do  proclaim  if.     Now,   then,   Sir ! 

li  E  X  R  Y . 

Thus  sanctioned,  I  own  myself  to  be  no  min- 
■:!.;.;:.    but  her  lover. 
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sir  errold. 
Her  lover  ! 

HENRY. 

I  assumed  the  minstrel  habit,  that  I  might 
have  the  better  opportunity,  myself  unseen,  to 
see  my  beloved  mistress ;  I  put  on  aims,  that 
I  might  prove  myself  among  my  rivals,  and 
have  fuller  opportunity  to  try  the  heart  of  her 
1  adore;  in  short,  I  am  the  humble  Henry: 
the  rest  remains  with  Emma. 

EMMA. 

It  does  !   it  does!   and   thus,   thus  she  rn 
the   avowal   with  innocent  joy  !  And  yet  ;:s;^ 
minstrel  disguise  is  a  wonder  even  to  me. 
witnessed  all  the  rest. 

SI  It   EURO  LI). 

To  nit'  the  whole  is  a  wonder;  and  I  see  i 
thou    art   my  darling's    choice,    and,    th;.T<  lore. 
thou   shait   be  mine.      I  always  keep 
there  !  [Giving  hi  -  iu 

SI  It    TOPAZ. 

Whew  !   the  wind  is  got  about  again. 
i  tn:  x  n  i  i . 

Huzza!  huzza!  off,  off,  vile  tatteidemaLioio! 
[Hurrying  off  tlic  gipsy  dress.  |  The  long  lane 
lias  come  to  a  turning  at  last*  I'm  no  gipsy  — 
I'm  no  gipsy.  See,  behold,  here's  \n\  harper 
petticoats  again;  and  now  I'm  little  i 
once  more,   and  for  ever  ! 


h  >n. 


■  i. 
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sir  errold. 
The  gipsy  turned  into  a  harper,   too  ! 

TRUNDLE. 

Toll,  loll  de  roll  de,  &c. 

[Dances  about,  and  sings  and  touches  his 
harp. 

HENRY. 

Then  I  strike  ray  harp  both  bold  and  free^ 

And  softly  I  do  sing, 
No  minstrel  I,  but  thy  true  love, 

And  so  shall  ever  be. 
[On  the  harp,  and  embraces  Einma :  chorused  by 
Florin,  Edith,  and  Sir  Errold. 

TRUNDLE. 

There's  hugging  for  you  ! 

And  the  lady  look'd,  and  the  lady  blush'd, 

And  the  lady  look'd  again, 
Then  to  her  lover's  arms  she  rush'd, 

And  there  shall  end  her  pain. 

[Chorused  as  before. 

SIR   ERROLD. 

So,  the  minstrel,  then,  is  to  be  the  happy 
man?  Win  her  and  wear  her,  you  know,  Ba- 
rons, ha,  ha,   ha  ! 

HENRY. 

One  thing-  yet  remains,  Sir  Errold,  which 
is  —  to  explain  myself. 

TRUNDLE. 

Aye,   that  I  should  be  glad  to  know. 
vol.   11.  B  I) 
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SIR  ERROLD. 

Another  history ! 

DRACO. 

Another  battle,   I  hope. 

HENRY. 

The  humble  Henry  is,  in  himself,  an  assumed 
character,  like  all  the  rest. 

ALL. 

How  ! 

TRUNDLE. 

He'll  turn  out  the  devil  himself.  I  belirve, 
after  ail ! 

EMMA. 

Henry  himself  assumed 

HENRY. 

Only  one  of  love's  various  disguises.  Behold 
in  me  the  supposed  Henry,  the  illustrious  heir 
of  the  potent  Edgar,  descended  from  a  line  of 
kings,   and  heir  to  empire. 

No  minstrel  I,  but  thy  true  love,  Sec. 


Slit   ERROLD. 

[Catching  him  front  Emma.]  Edgar!  (), 
Providence!  lei  a  soldier  snatch  thee  from  the 
arms  even  of  thy  mistress.  Noble  Sir  !  thy  fa- 
ther died  lighting  by  this  side  :  but  there,  there 
thou  hast  yet  a  father,  and  heaven  bless  you 
with  my  child  ! 

[Again  joining  his  hand  with  Emma's, 
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e?.i:,ia. 
I  now  rejoice  that  my  heart  has  been  tried 
eiv  it  could  be  suspected  of  sacrificing  to  situ- 
ation. The  name  of  Henry  will  for  ever  be 
precious  to  the  Nut-brown  Maid;  and  .she  can 
only  confirm  to  the  heir  of  Edgar  those  rights, 
which  she  long  since  gave  to  the  humble  Henry. 

[Embraces. 

SIE  ERROLD. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  could  laugh  and  ween  at  the 
same  moment !   Now,   then,   to  the  revels. 

[Coming  forward. 

FLORIST. 

A  moment's  patience,  Sir  Knight.  The  re- 
vels have,  under  my  auspices,  (for  I  am  a  little 
in  the  plot,)  been  carrying  on  briskly  for  some 
time,  and  are  now  committed  to  the  care  of 
Sylvan,  the  good  neatherd.  All  will  speedily 
be  prepared  :  meantime,  as  it  has  been  a  day  of 
disguises,  blame  not  a  poor  shepherd,  if  you  find 
lie  has  followed  so  many  illustrious  examples. 

[Bowing  to  Henry. 

SIR  ERROLD. 

What  next? 

FLO  R  IX. 

I  am  no  more  of  a  shepherd  than  my  friend 
Edgar  is  a  minstrel. 

EDITH. 

Nut  a  shepherd,   Florin? 
b  b  2 
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HENRY. 

That  I  will  attest;  nor  is  his  name  Florin, 

FLORIN. 

My  name  is  Curan. 

HENRY. 

Prince  of  Danskee. 

EDITH. 

Is  it  possible  ? 

SIR  ERROLD. 

Why,  we  shall  be  all  crowned  heads  pre* 
sently ! 

FLORIN. 

I,  like  my  friend,  have  wooed  in  all  shapes : 
have  been  prince,  serving-man,  and  shepherd, 
Curan,  Theron,  and  Florin,  as  the  change  of 
circumstances  required ;  and  now  offer  to 
my  no  less  changing,  but  I  trust  henceforth 
unchangeable,  Edith,  Argentle,  and  shep- 
herdess-queen, the  crown  of  Danskee  to  unite 
with  that  of  Diria. 

ALL, 

I  la,  ha,  ha  ! 

EMMA. 

So,  my  dear,  you  have  been  twice  beloved 
by  the  same  lover. 

HENRY. 

And  the  same  lover  has  been  twice  rejected, 
and  once  successful. 
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EDITH. 

Even  so  it  seems :  yet  you,  Emma,  who  are 
to  be  a  greater  queen  than  myself,  must  still 
protect  your  little  deserted  tributary  princess. 

FLORIN. 

Deserted  !  no.  I  will  assist  thy  rights  over 
the  usurper,  reinstate  thee  on  thy  throne,  or 
die  in  the  cause. 

HENRY. 

And  I  will  assist  thee,  my  dear  brother  Pro- 
teus,  or  die,  too  ! 

SIR    ERROLD. 

And  I  will  not  be  idle,  ai«l  yet  we  will  none 
of  us  die.  Thus,  then,  at  length,  all  is  ex- 
plained, all  is  well;  and,  as  we  have  double 
disguises,  I  suppose  we  shall  now  have  double 
marriages.     What  sav  vou,   noble  Barons? 

SIR   TOPAZ, 

O,  you  know  our  opinion  of  the  matter. 
For,  after  all,  though  we  are  unlucky,  the 
laugh  cannot  be  against  us  while  we  share  in 
it ;  and  we  still  love  the  lady  too  well  to  make 
her  miserable  with  a  man  she  docs  not  like, 
and  wish  her  all  happiness  with  the  man  she 
does  ! 

ALL. 

Ha,  ha,  ha! 

SIR   ERROLD. 

Excellent  !   Now,   to  join  hands,  and  set  the 
bells  ringing,  as  I  said,  for  double  marriages  ! 
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C  R  ISTABELLE. 

Triple,  it*  your  Worship  pleases,  unless  Draco 
i.s  re:i  lute  to  suffer  a  few  more  heroic  hardships 
before  lie  accepts  this  soft  hand. 

TRUNDLE. 

For  my  part,  I  rake  leave  of  soft  hands  for 
ever. 

DRACO. 

Queen  of  my  inclinations  !  I  accent  it  on 
my  knees,  since  I  see  there  is  now  established 
amongst  us  a   general  treaty  *"  of  peace   and 

HARMONY. 

SIR   LRROLD. 

Which  is  to  be  the  true  social  compact,  little 
Draco;  and  not  only  to  unite  private  families, 
but  the  whole  world,  in  the  bonds  of  harmony. 

DRACO. 

True,  Sir  Knight:  then  will  I  soon  doff 
my  armour,  and,  instead  of  this  helmet,  bind 
my  brow  with  the  olive-branch. 

H  E  N  R  V . 

And  we  will  all  drink  around  the  treat}-  of 
peace  and  harmony  for  ever! 

SON  G. 

Pear.',  love,   an1  '  — vty,   sporting  round, 


i  lii*   -i-i    da>  '-'.-..                  i   i  ommerct.1  be!\virn  l.i) 

«'r  ■'!    I' '"  .  :..  ;  ii  en  iJ'oniisin.Lr,  but,  as  usual,    not  ;  ■■:- 

to!i;;iuj    :is    ■  :    '  :.      i  1,0  jeatiinent ,  isowivier,    is  mvuiiulle 
ai  <J  uiii!. ,  I...!. 
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A  Nut-brown  Maid  may  every  virgin  prove, 
And  meet  a  Henry  to  reward  her  love  ' 

Then  blest  be  this  returning  day, 

To  fertile  sports  and  floral  play; 

And  every  year  fresh  blooming  honours  paid 

To  the  queen-hepherdess  and  Nut-brown  Maid. 

SIR   ERROLD. 

Enough,  enough  :  let  us  now  go  in  and  close 
[he  whole  with  a  banquet. 

D  U  E  T. 

FLORIN    AND    EDITH. 

Warbled  from  each  glen  of  love, 
In  melting  airs  the  pipe  shall  move  ; 
Let  music's  powers  then  sweetly  blend. 
The  treaty  shall  each  difference  end. 

TRIO. 

CRISTABELLE,    DRACO,    AND    TRUNDLE. 

With  the  pipe  the  horn  shall  sound 
To  the  castle's  utmost  bound  ; 
Snap  the  lance  and  break  the  spear, 
The  treaty  shows  the  olive  near. 

QUARTETTO. 

SIR    TOPAZ,    SIR    HARDBOTTLE,    SIR    BUGLE,    AND 
SIR    HUGH. 

Friends,  tbe  rivals  well  may  join, 
When  to  peace  our  foes  incline, 
And,  though  out  of  luck  we  be, 
The  treaty  bids  us  still  agree. 
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DUE  T. 

HENRY    AND    EMMA. 

Happy  mortals  !  powers  divine  ! 

In  full  peal  the  chorus  join  : 

Harp,  and  horn,  and  lute  should  meet, 

The  treaty  then  will  be  complete! 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

Happy  mortals !  &c. 


FIRE  AND  FROST 

A  COMIC  DRAMA, 


IN   FIVE   ACTS. 


IXTRODUCTIOX. 


nn 


HIS  Drama  is  written  partly  on  the 
model  of  the  laugh-and-be-merry,  hurry- 
scurry,  slap-dash,  and,  it  might  properly 
enough  be  added,  helter-skelter,  harum- 
scarum  kind  of  farce-and-pantomime 
comedy,  which  has  been  so  much  the  rage 
(perhaps  ravixg  would  be  a  more  appro- 
priate word),  and  partly  in  the  style  of  the 
old  school  of  the  English  theatre.  The 
Author  intended  it  as  an  experiment,  or 
rather  an  enterprise,  to  see  how  far  the 
public  taste  might  be  brought  to  endure 
the    exploded    plan,    by    a  gradual    and 
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almost  imperceptible  mixture  of  what,  he 
lioped,  might  be  felt  as  a  return  to  scenes 
of  more  truth  and  nature. 

The  Piece  was  accepted  by  the  late 
Mr.  Richardson,  but  the  death  of  that 
amiable  man,  and  the  frequent  illness  of 
the  Author,  and  long  absence  from  town, 
adjoined  to  his  wish  of  giving  as  much  vari- 
ety and  novelty  to  the  "  Harvest  Home"  as 
possible,  induced  him  to  place  this  Per- 
formance likewise  amongst  the  Original 
Dramas.  Particularly  as  one  of  the  main 
objects  of  writing  it  were  accomplished  by 
the  success  of  "The  Poor  Gentleman," 
"John. Bull,"  and  some  other  late  comedies. 
which  revived  the  long  drooping  powers  of 
the  legitimate  Thalia,  in  a  more  happy 
manner,  and  in  a  greater  degree,  than 
would  have  been  effected  by  the  following 
pages,   had  they  been  brought  forward. 

4*  Laugh  ziheu  i/ou  can  "  is  an  admirable 
maxim:   but    to  be   '"  Menu  and  Kite"  ;> 
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also  an  axiom  of  great  truth  and  anti- 
quity. The  system  of  Chesterfield  is  as 
miserable  as  it  is  melancholy,  both  on 
and  off  the  stage;  but  a  third  English 
proverb,  "  One  may  have  too  much  of  a 
good  thing,"  comes  in  to  check  the  comic 
muse  from  going  into  laughing  Jits.  The 
"  broad  gallery  grin,"  for  half  an  hour  or 
so,  is  extremely  pleasant,  and  even  salu- 
tary, but  the  continuance  of  it  for  a 
whole  evening  merits  the  name  of  a  con- 
vulsion rather  than  comedy,  and  generally 
goes  off,  like  other  hysterics,  in  weariness 
and  vapour. 

Let  the  line  be  preserved ;  let  neither 
farce  aspire  to  the  height  of  comedy,  nor 
comedy  descend  to  the  flippancy  of  farce: 
let  each  be  contented  within  its  own 
bounds,  and  then  both  will  afford  appro- 
priate pleasure. 
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T  may  be  necessary  to  mention,  there 
will  be  found  in  this  Comedy  an  accidental 
coincidence,  both  in  the  name  and  character  of 
Truncheon,  in  a  successful  after-piece,  by  Mr. 
IIuhlstoxe:  and  something  of  a  resemblance, 
in  the  last  scene  of  "  Fire  and  Frost,"'  with  the 
ending:  of  "  Paul  and  Virginia." 

At  the  time,  however,  of  writing  the  former, 
which  was  begun  and  finished  on  the  continent, 
many  years  ago,  the  Author  had  no  communi- 
cation with  Mr.  II.  who  absolutely  put  his  en- 
tertainment into  the  hands  of  the  Author  of 
the  comedy,  on  his  return  to  England,  to 
ask  his  opinion  of  one  of  the  characters  in 
the  farce,  at  the  very  time  the  comedy  was 
sent  to  liim  for  perusal.    The  drama  of  "  Paul 
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and  Virginia"  was  then  utterly  unknown,  *<> 
the  writer  of  "  Fire  and  Frost  ;"  neither  party, 
therefore,    can  be  justly  accused  of  plagiary,* 


*  The  learned  and  accurate  Dr.  Warton  has  observed,  that 
the  allegation  of  resemblance  between  authors  is  indisputably 
true;  but  the  charge  of  plagiarism,  which  is  raised  upon  it,  is 
not  to  be  ahuwed  with  equal  readiness. 

A  coincidence  of  subject  or  sentiment,  indeed,  may  easily 
happen  without  any  communication,  since  their  arc  many  oc- 
casions in  which  all  reasonable  men  will  nearly  think  alike. 
Writert.  of  all  ages  have  had  the  same  objects  of  speculation ; 
the  interests  and  passions,  the  virtues  and  vices  of  mankind, 
have  been  diversified  in  different  times,  only  by  unessential  and 
casual  varieties  and  we  must  therefore  expect,  in  the  works 
of  all  those  who  attempt  to  describe  them,  such  a  likeness  as 
we  find  in  the  pictures  of  the  same  person,  drawn  in  different 
periods  of  las  life. 

In  a  very  agreeable  and  well  conducted  periodical  work,' 
a  correspondent  has  marked,  with  great  judgement  of  selec- 
tion, a  variety  of  striking  similarities  in  thought,  sentiment,  or 
expression;  the  greater  part  of  which  were  properly  marked 
as  mere  coincidencies,  since  the  works  of  the  earlier  writer* 
Could  not  easily  have  been  procured  by  the  latter.  In  this 
place,  they  will  come  in  so  well,  to  illustrate  and  confirm  Dr. 
Warton's  remarks;  and  the  similitude  in  character,  and  even 
*  The  Monthly  IMirrar. 
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and   Giily  a  very  slight  part  of  the  comedy  has 
been  thus  anticipated. 


in  name,  betwixt  the  two  "Truncheons;"  that  I  have  a  pleasure 
in  transcribing  some  of  the  passages. 

You  have  now  spent  many  years  at  court,  and  yet  that  clock 
which  hath  struck  ten  to  others,  is  still  pointing  at  one  or  two 
to  you.     Drummond  to  Sir  IV.  Alexander,   1630. 

Though  grey  our  beards,  our  thoughts  and  aims  are  green: 
Like  ciamag'd  clocks,  whose  hand  and  bell  dissent, 
Folly  sings  six,  while  nature  points  at  twelve. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 


Death  borders  upon  our  birth,  and  our  cradle  stands  in  our 
grave.  We  lament  the  lossc  of  our  parents:  how  soon  shall  our 
sonncs  bewaile  us.     Bishop  Hall's  Epistles,   1608. 

Our  birth  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun; 
And  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 
Lamenting  or  lamented,  all  our  lot. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 


When  sorrows  come,   they  come  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalions.     Shakspeare's  Hamlet. 

Woes  cluster;   rare  arc  solitary  wees, 

They  love  a  tram,   they  tread  each  others'  heels. 

Youngs  Night  Thoughts, 


•O  therefore  doe  we  plaine, 


And  therefore  weepe,   because  we  weepe  in  vaine. 

Titzgeffrey  's  Life  of  Drake,   i  5QG.. 

I  fruitless  mourn  to  him  that  cannot  hear. 
And  weep  the  more  because  1  weep  in  vain. 

Grafs  Sonnet  un  the  Death  of  Mr.  West. 

C  C 
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The  story  from   which  the  ground-work  of 
the  fable  was  constructed  has  been  long  out  of 

Take,  mother-earth,  thy  virgin  daughter  here. 

Brathvaitts  Remains,  1 6 1 S 

Take,  holy  earth,  all  that  my  soul  holds  dear. 

Mason's  Epitaph  on  his  Wife 


Like  roses,  that  in  deserts  bloom  and  die. 

Pope's  Rape  of  the  Loc 

Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 

Cray's  Eksv. 


The  grief  was  common,  common  were  the  cries. 

Drummond's  Poms,   lt)S6\ 

"I  he  crime  was  common,  common  be  tie  pain. 

Pope's  Eioisa  to  Ah  '  ■;< 

Dear,  though  disloval,  thou  art  still  to  me. 

Ilannafs  Vocras.  \(>ZZ, 

t}iat  constant  heart 

She  did  to  every  heart  prefer; 
For  though  it  could  its  kins;  forget, 
'Twas  true  and  loyal  still  to  her. 

Shenst  one's  Ballad  of  Jemmy  Dav%h, 


r.nch  growing  minute  leads  us  to  our  graves. 

Dclaune's  Father's  Legacy,  lo.V." 

Wliilf  man  h  growing   life  is  in  decrease. 

You /"*'*  yight  Though* 
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print;  but  the  Author  thinks  it  right  to  make 
these  observations,  although  they  no  way  pre- 
clude the  publication:  nor  does  he  conceive 
they  will  impede  the  force  of  perusing  it  in  the 
closet:  yet  had  it  been  produced  on  the  stage, 
at  the  time  Mr.  Ilurlstone  and  the  Author  made 
the  discovery  to  each  other,  by  the  circum- 
stance before-mentioned,  particularly  as  Mr. 
H's  farce  appeared,  it  might,  without  some  such 
explanation  as  the  present,  have  been  obnoxi- 
ous  to  a  suspicion  no  way  founded, 

That  engine  of  defence  [the  sword] 

With  thee  was  but  a  neediest  instrument; 

Nature  had  given  thee  darts  could  better  kill. 

Zlcrkham's  Devorax,  1597. 

Attiring  thee  with  so  much  art, 

Is  but  a  barbarous  skill; 
"lis  like  the  pois'ning  of  a  dart, 

Too  apt  before  to  kill. 

Jlodcrn  Sc»s. 
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DItAMATIS    VERSO'S X. 

MEN. 

LORD  FREEZELAND. 

SIR  TAFFY  AP-TINDOR. 

COLONEL  FAGG. 

CONWAY. 

TARGET. 

GAFFER  NIGHT-PAD,    1 

SON  JOE,  V   Smugglers, 

MAN  JOHN,  ) 

Suite  of  Servants  to  LORD  FREEZELAND. 

Servants  to  SIR  TAFFY. 


LADY  ARETHFSA  TRYLOVE, 

EMILY. 

TRAIN. 

GAMMER  NIGHT-PAD. 


SCENE. 

An  Ancient  Welsh  Castle,  and  the  Sea-side  adjacent. 


FIRE  AND  FROST, 


ACT  L 


SCENE    L 


A  spacious  antique  Hall  in  the  Castle,  adorned 
with  Stags  Heads,  Foxes  Tails,  and  other 
Spoils  of  the  Field — Several  Trophies  also  of 
the  military  Prowess  of  the  Family  oj  the 
Ap-Tixdors  —  Some  Druidical  Retinites, 
and  the  Pedigree  of  the  Family,  in  a  huge  and 
voluminous  Roll  of  Parchment,  suspended 
from  one  of  the  Stag*  Horns,  and  superscri- 
bed in  large  golden  Letters,  PEDIGREE — 
Several  of  Sir  Taffy's  Servants  in  plain, 
comfortable,  Morning  Dresses — 7 hey  are  pre- 
paring a  Breakfast,  after  the  Welsh  Fashion, 
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of  Jugs  of  foaming  Ale,   large  Oaten  Calif*. 
Bonis  of  JlUlk,   %c.   %c. 


OWEN'S. 

OO,  all  these  preparations  and  preamples,  and 
pribbles,  and  prabbles,  cot  pless  my  pody, 
and  my  ploot,  and  my  powels,  are  to  pam- 
per a  pack  of  lazy,  lie-abed,  prating,  prainless 
serving-men. 

JACK. 

Who  must  take  their  saucy  meal  before  their 
lord  and  master. 

[Arranging  their  breakfast  things. 

OWEN'S. 

Sir  Taffy  is  all  tramplings,  and  tumults,  and 
trouples,  and  tempests,  and  devices,  and  dis- 
putations, look  you,  and  passions,  and  parti- 
cularities. [Assisting. 

TOM. 

No  matter  for  that;  he  takes  us  up  after 
others  have  thrown  us  down,  and  keeps  us  in 
his  service  just  when  others  would  turn  us  out 
of  doors. 

JACK. 

As  this  one  leg — 

GEORGE. 

This  larboard  eve — 


FIRE  AND  FROST.  391 

TOM. 

This  starboard  arm — 

WILL. 

And  this  clump  upon  my  back,   can  testify, 

TOM. 

So  let  us  make  haste  with  the  breakfast  for 
these  gentlemen. 

JACK. 

Pretty  gentlemen !  nay,  for  that  matter,  so 
is  their  master,  Lord  Freezeland.  Pity  such 
a  formal  piece  of  goods  should  come  suitering 
to  sweet  young  madam  Emily. 

OWEN'S. 

Hush  !  hush  !  at  the  end  of  the  long  gallery 
I  see  Sir  Taffy,   cot  pless  him  ! 

WILL. 

Full  trot  as  usual.  Damme,  he  goes  at  the 
rate  of  fifteen  miles  in  the  hour,  without  stir- 
ring out  of  the  house. 

OWENS. 

Put  that  is  petter  than  Lord  Freezeland. 

WILL-GROOM. 

I'd  bet  a  snail  against  him  for  my  year's 
wages ;  aye,  and  come  off  winner.  The  frost 
of  eight  11  at  txcenty-five! 

OWENS. 

Hush,  hush,  hush  !  Sir  Taffy  is  in  hur  hur- 
ries and  flurries. 
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SCENE     II. 

Sir  Taffy  Ap-Tindor  runs  in. 

My  antients,  well  (lone,  well  done,  my  an- 
tients;  keep  on,  and  I  will  entertain  you  with 
a  short  speech  on  the  occasion,  my  antients. 
Though  these  modern  new-fangled  vailets,  for 
whom  ye  la1)our,  and  though  our  family-tree 
spreads  its  bjaucbes  from  Lmion  a-ieriaadoc, 
to  Merodith  Ap-Tindor,   Ap-Edneysed,   Ao-Fi- 

can,  Baron  of  Bringfririgle,   who  was   son- • 

let  me  see,   I  have-  iorgot  that  ancestor's  name; 
look  for  him  Owens. 

[Sir  Tally  unrolls  ike  pedigree,  ivhich  the 
servants  lake  and  carry  to  the  end  of  the 
stage.  Sir  Taffy  running  hackicards  and 
forzvards  as  he  examines  the  pgrchment. 

OWENS. 


Pless  the  pones  in 


n  my   poo. 


cf  this  pedigree,    in  col 


the   p ranches 

extend   from 


one  end  of  the  world  to  the  other.      O,   here  I 
have  him,  —  Peli,    pless  you,    the  son    of  Peli. 
[JVhile  Sir  Taffy   traces   the  family  parch- 
ment^   the   servants  are     placing    Jresk 
dishes. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Beli,  Beli,  of  whom  the  seventh  lienry  de- 
scended,  winch  Beli  was  son  to  king  Mono- 
con,    who    descended    from    Ap-Xaxon,     An- 


Pye,    Ap-Pryden Go  on  with  them  Owens, 

just  while  I  take  breath. 

OWEN'S. 

Ap-Dan,     Ap-Dodian,     Ap-Locknan,     Ap- 

Suddcn. 

SI  R   TAFFY. 

Ap-Touchwood,  A  p-Taffy,  Ap-Tin. 
Enter  Servant. 

Please  your  worship,  the  gentleman's  gen- 
tlemen are  starving  they  say,  for  their  break- 
fast,  and  can  wait  no  longer. 

SIR    T.\  FFY. 

Otis   Datienee  !  not  wait  for  the  rest  of  my 


Enter  several  of  Lord  Freezeland's  Servant  st 
in  fashionable  morning  Frocks,  their  Hair  en 
Papilliotte,  red  Slippers,  %c.  They  play  off 
the  Airs  of  Town  Servants,  assuming  the 
etiquettes  of  ceremony,  precedence,  §c.  Sir 
Tarry  continues  his  action,  and  takes,  at  times, 
the  whole  Stage,  winding  himself  to  an  en- 
thusiasm, forgetful  of  his  auditory,  who  mimich 
him  in  dumb  suew. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

I  am  not  to  be  put  out.  Remember,  O  ye 
Cambrians,  that,  by  this  union  of  the  Ap-Tin- 
dors  with  the  Freezelands,  I,  who  am  now 
on!v  speaking  to  you  in  this  room,  shall,  when 
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I  get  my  Lord's  borough,  speak  before  the 
whole  world.  For  •'•'  I  will  taik.  great  Gods ! 
how  I  will  talk  !  " 


OWE  XS. 

hur  will  talk,   pig  Cots,   how   hur  will 


Ye 

talk  ! 

SIR    T,\  I' FY. 

For  my  sake,  then,  for  your  own — for  youi 
own,  for  your  country's,  exert  yourselves  on 
tins  vast,  this  amazing,  this  magnificent,  this 
magnanimous  occasion,  that  due  homage  may 
be  paid  to  the  noble  lover  of  Emily,  your 
voting  mistress,  a  peeress  in  possession  !  in  re- 
version a  duch(  ss  !  But  the  gentlemen  varlets, 
I  perceive,  are  seated  at  their  repast.  I  must 
away.    O  Rome  !    O  Britannia  !    ()  Cambria  !  ! 

\Exit. 

SCENE  II!. 

Loud  Freezelaxd's  Seuvaxts  burst  into  an 
affected  Laugh  as  Sir  Taffy   goes  out,  and 

clap  their  Hands. 

V  I  RST    FOOTMAX. 

Bra\"o  !  bravo!  bravissimo  old  Sir  Taffy' 
This  borough  which  my  Lord  is  to  give  him  in 
£\cop  for  his  pretty  mountaineer  daughter, 
seems  to  have  turned  his  Welsh  head.  That  is 
his  maiden  speech,  I  suppose ;  ha,  ha,  ha! 
S  !  COXD    roor:.i  A  X. 

I  should  rather  think,   by  his  spouting   and 
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galloping  about  the  house,  he  had  caught  the 
stage  distemper  of  my  Lord's  valet. 

FIRST    FOOTMAN. 

What,  Air.  Target?  a  fellow  who  has  made 
the  grand  tour  of  all  the  barns,  stables,  out- 
houses,  and  hovels,  of  the  three  kingdoms  i 

UNDER   VALET. 

But,  misericord  !  Vat  we  have  here  ;  vat  is 
all  this? 

OWENS. 

Black  strap,  cot  pless  your  honour,  serving- 
men,   and  as  old  as  the  first  perd  on  my  chin. 

UPPER   VALET. 

[Tasting  it]  Black  strap,   pho  ! 

GROOM. 

And  pray  what  may  be  the  Christian  name  of 
this,  which  tastes  more  insipid  than  pap  ? 

COACHMAN. 

And  smells  worse  than  drench. 

OWENS. 

That  is  fiummerys,  pless  your  powels. 

UNDER   FOOTMAN. 

Damn  your  fiummerys  and  peef,  —  tea  and 
toast  for  me. 

UNDER   VALET. 

Pour  moi,   de  la  chocolade. 

SECOND    FOOTMAN. 

I  am  for  coffee  this  morning,  and  when  you 
are  a  little  revived,  my  dear  friend,    I  prithee 
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indulge  me  with  a  snift  of  your  eau  de  luce, 
for  this  beef,  cheese,  and  oat-cake  breakfast, 
lias  almost  done  me  up. 

[Bell  rings,   exeunt  Sir  Taffy's  servants, 

LOR  D    F R E E Z  E L A  X  D  *  S    S E  R V  A X  T  S . 

Ha,  ha,  ha,   ha,   ha,  ha, 

FIRST     FOOTMAN. 

How  the  goats  skip  off!  ! 

S  E  C  O  X  D    F  O  O  T  M  A  N. 

The  first  time  of  asking  too,  ha,  ha  !  Misc^ 
ruble  mountaineers ! 

FIRST     FOOT  MAX. 

That  last  pull  is  from  the  tragedy  fist  of  Mr. 
Target ;  too  violent  for  my  Lord,  who  does 
every  thing  coolly  you  know;  ha,  ha, — \_Bell.~\ 
Boooo!  a  puddle  in  a  storm!  hear  him,  hear 
him  ! 

CO  AC  II. MAX'. 

I  dare  swear,  now,  the  fellow  thinks  he's 
enacting  the  emperor  of  the  Turks,  or  thq 
Grand  Mogul,    at  least. 

S  E  C  0 X  D    FOOT  M A  N . 

O,  here  conies  his  mock  majesty. 
Enter  Target. 

TARGET. 

Did  you  not  hear  a  noise  I    ha!    u  the  table's  lull  1 '' 
.Are  you  at  breakfast,  at  this  noon  of  day  ? 
But,  as  the  prince  tuts  told  us   in  the  play, 
**\  hv.ii  the  cat  sleeps,   the  mice  will  dance  the  hey. 
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FIRST    FOOTMAN. 
[Mimicking  the  quadruple  rltime.] 

That  being  the  case  we'll  make  the  best  of  our  zcay  j 
Ha,  ha,,  ha!  [Exeunt  Servants. 

[During  this  soliloquy,  Target  spouts  al- 
ternately and  by  sudden  transitions,  from 
tragedy  to  comedy,  xcith  ludicrous  pomp. 

TARGET. 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. 
But,  being  gone,   1  am  myself  again  : 
So  now  to  business  —  let  me  see,  —  up  all  night,  — 
Lost  my  money, —  lost  my  mistress  too; 
But  she  was  false,  most  infamously  false: 
,As  I'm  a  gentleman,   I  will  forget  her. 

[Bell  rings. 
Come,   coming,   my   Lord,  (as  my  friend  Boniface 
says)    coming.  — 
Must  not  spoil  my  speech,  though,   for  all  that. 
To  this  same  castle  hither  arc  we  come, 
My  Lord  and  I,  two  fortune-hunting  knights, 
To  woo  and  wed  the  mistress  of  these  mountains: 
For  why  r   we  have  no  mountains  of  our  own. 

[  Be  11  x  io  len  t  ly, 
Ha,  silence  that  dreadful  hell  ! 
It  frights  the  verses  from  my  memory. 
Now  must  I  go,   ami  my  appearance  make. 
As  Gentleman  of  the  bed-chamber; 
Lor,    though  I  not  his  bead  with  pomade  plaster; 
Nor  reap  the  bristly  harvest  from  his  chin, 
(Leaving  those  offices  to  underlings,) 
Vet  to  his  pate  do  I.  the  finish  give: 
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The  rouge-pot  rub  upon  his  pallid  cheek! 
With  nipping  pincers,  pluck  the  stragglers  out 
From  his  black  brow,  even  "til!  he  issues  forth 
Like  to  that  popinjay  which  Shakspeare  Will, 
The  god  of  my  idolatry,  did  draw 
In  that  same  piece  wherein  i've  piay'd  my  part 
A  thousand  times. 

Egad,  I'm  in  a  fine  poetical  vein  this  morning; 
no  quotation  —  all  my  own  —  and  ail  extem- 
pore. [Bell.]  Aye,  aye,  master  of  mine  — 
having;  nothing  beticr  to  do.  1*11  e'en  go  to  you 
now — just  to  pacify  von  —  for  I  don't  intend 
von  shall  get  up  vet.  —  I  have  not  breakfasted 
mvself.  [  E.rii  slow  hi.   Bell  violent  hi. 


SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Coy^.w.   leading  in  Emily. 

CON  WAY. 

Be  more  composed,  my  love.  In  this  point. 
be  wholly  guided  by  your  Conway,  and  he  will 
submit  every  future  action  of  his  life  to  your 
soft  authority. 

LM  I  i.Y. 

Rut  — the  deceit  —  the  danger  of  this  expe- 
riment !     Pretend   assent   to   Lord  Freezeland'a 

proposals!     1.    who   have  so    lately  yielded    to 
j      i  ... 

a  clandestine  marriage-   as  the  onlv  means  of 
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escaping  such  proposals '.  —  But  you  command, 
and  I  obey. 

COX  WAY. 

No,  not  command;  intreat— upon  my  knees 
intrcat,  —  -that  you  will,  for  a  short  time,  seem, 
at  least,  passive  to  his  Lordship's  persecutions. 
Enriched  as  is  your  father  and  my  guardian, 
Sir  Taffy,  with  a  thousand  generous  qualities, 
you  know  the  headlong  violence  of  his  temper; 
and  though  1  can  live  on  my  commission,  and 
a  few  unincumbered  acres,  in  all  the  pride  of 
honest  poverty-— you  have  seen  how  that 
Mcanty  but  unborrowed  independence  has 
shrunk  to  nothing  in  your  father's  opinion, 
amidst  the  shining-  vapours  of  a  promised 
borough  and  the  splendid  ruins  of  a  man  of 
quality. 

r.  mil  v . 

^Impatiently.]    My  dearest  husband! 

CONWAY. 

By  heavens !  Emily,  could  we  number  Lord 
Freezeland  in  the  list  of  those  whose  titles  are 
only  secondary  to  their  virtues,  or  could  we 
settle  those  virtues  in  any  rank  of  praise,  I 
would  not  oppose  my  humble  self  to  your  ad- 
vancement---I  would  have  torn  myself  from 
voiij  and,  since  it  would  have  been  impossible 
not  to  love  you  (1  would  not  indeed  have 
rashly  sought  death   while  mv   country   miii'lu 
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derive  some  benefit  from  my  life),  ere  the 
cm  my  should  invade  the  land  where  you  were 
happy,  lie  should  have  cut  his  way  through 
the  heart  of  Conic  ay. 

EMILY. 

Say  no  more,  my  Conway. 

COX  WAY. 

Another  word,  and  I  have  done.  If,  at 
your  tender  summons,  I  have  left  awhile  those 
duties  of  my  station  to  widen  I  shall  so  soon 
return — if,  on  seeing  your  father  resolved  to 
sacrifice  you,  I  have  dared  to  precipitate  a 
blessing  which,  precious  as  it  is,  I  would  have 
resigned  a  little  longer  to  time  and  occurrence, 
rather  than  seem  to  oppose  the  duties  of  a  child 
to  the  wishes  even  of  honourable  love  ;  par- 
don, I  conjure  you,  the  necessity  that  exacted 
such  a  measure,  and  that  allowed  of  no  alter- 
native but  a  happy  though  hasty  marriage. 
to  prevent  a  legal  prostitution. 

EMI  LY. 

Talk  not  of  pardon;  'tis  I  who  ought  to  sup- 
plicate excuse,  for  having  so  long  demurred  on 
"what  you  have  judged  right.  Repeat  my  in- 
struction-, love,  and  it  shall  be  my  delight  to 
observe  them. 

COX  WAY, 

Sweet  Kmilv  ! 
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EMILY. 

Let  me  see;  I  am  to  endure  this  Lord  Frcezc- 
Jand's  addresses,  and  affect  compliance  with 
my  dear  misguided  father's  importunities ;  and 
to  —  to —  Hem!  hem!  —  what  is  next,  my 
Conway  ? 

cox  WAV. 

To  name  a  day 

EMILY. 

O,  aye;  to  name  a  day  for  the  nuptials. 
Hcigho  ! 

COX  WAY. 

Taking-  care,  only,  that  it  be  at  such  a  dis- 
tance as  to  insure  my  return  from  the  recess; 
where,  I  think,  you  may  be  placed  until  the 
duties  of  service  permit  me  to  provide  for  you 
more  commodiously.  When  I  kno\%you  are 
safe  from  persecution,  I  shall  go  back  to  the 
army  with  a  more  assured  spirit. 

EMILY. 

And  is  there  nothing  short  of  an  elopement, 
at  the  end  of  this  sporting  with  my  father's 
credulity,  and  encouragement  of  my  Lord's 
arrogant  pretensions ? 

COXWA  Y. 

If  there  should  be,  be  assured,  my  love,  it 
shall  be  adopted.  I  have  not  yet  seen  Sir 
Taffy  sine-  the  arrival  of  his  Lordship.  Nothing 
but    coronets,    civil    (nations,     and    crowns  of 

vo  l.   it.  n  r.l 
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laurel,  have  reached  his  dazzled  fancy;  but  if  a 
possible  chance  should  spring  up,  of  avoid- 
ing— 

SIR   TAFFY. 

[Without.]  Emily  !  —  Emily  !  —  Daughter 
Emily  ! 

EMILY. 

Hark  '   that  violent  summons  is  for  me. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

[Without,  loudly.]  Ods  storms  and  hum- 
canes!   where  are  you  child? 

EMILY. 

[Shaking  her  head.]  A  bad  omen.  Conway, 
This  riot  is  all  for  my  Lord. 

CONWAY. 

No  matter,  love;  our  affections  shall  sur- 
mount every  obstacle.  Adieu,  my  blessing- 
most  tenderly,   adieu  ! 

EMILY. 

My  dear  Conway,  farewell  Such  a  trcmour 
seizes  me-— — I  coir, e,   Sir,   I  come  ! 

[Exeunt  fcvcrallj/. 
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SCENE  V. 


As  Emily  is  going  out.  enter  Sir  Taffy, 
bustling,  with  great  Hurry  and  Violence  of 
Manner  and  Action. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

Why,  where  are  you,  child?-  The  Earl  will  he 
down  before  we  are  ready  to  receive  him,  and 
a  slight  at  first  setting  out,  will  ruin  us  for 
ever.  But  what  care  you  for  that  !  What  is 
your  fathers  honour  —  what  is  your  country,  to 
vou?  There  are  no  Roman  dauo-hters —  no 
Portias  now  a-days  !  [Runs  about  the  stage.] 
No,  obdurate  girl  —  though  my  fame,  my  for- 
tune, my  happiness,  my  seat  in  the  House,  and 
perhaps  the  fate  of  a  great  nation  —  for  no  man 
knows  his  own  powers  till  they  are  called  out 
of  him  —  though,  for  aught  I  know.  England, 
Ireland,  Scotland,  [kindling  into  enthusiasm,] 
and  this  Principality,  may  be  all  at  stake,  you 
throw  away  the  glorious  chance  by  refusing  to 
become  a  Peeress  of  the  realm,  which  would 
give  us  a  title  to  every  thing! 

EMILY. 

Indeed,    Sir,     if   that   title   could  have  any 
charms  for  me,   they  must  be  all  derived  from 
tire  consciousness  of  making  my  father  happy. 
D  d  2 
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SIR  TAFFY. 

What's  that  you  say?  that  you  will  make 
me  happy  ?  Say  it  again,  and  all  the  fathers 
that  ever  were  born,  have  been,  arc,  and  shall 
be,  the  most  miserable  dogs  in  the  creation  to 
me,     Think  of  thai,   Emily  —  think  of  that! 

EMI  LY. 

Ought  I  to  have  a  will  of  my  own" 

SIR  TAFFY. 

[In  raptures.]  No;  you  ought  not.  You 
consent,  then,  to  make  me  stark-staring  mad, 
with  joy  ! 

EMILY. 

To  seem  disobedient,  my  dearest  father,  is 
harder  to  bear  than  to  have  an  arrow's  barb  in 
my  heart. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[Leaping  ua  her  neck  and  embracing  her.  j 
You  have  taken  fifty  thousand  out  of  mine  ! 
You  have  put  a  pair  of  wings  to  my  old  shoul- 
ders, with  which  I  will  fly  to  make  the  Earl  as 
happy  a  dog  as  m\  self. 

E  M  i  l  y  . 

1  must  confess  1  have  been  far  more  partial 
Lo  a  >•(  rtain  friend  of  your's,  than  1  have  hitherto 
thought  it  prudent  to  tell,   even  my  father. 

s  I  li    1'A  1'1'V. 

Indeed  '  all,  you  siy  rogue  !  a  little  equivo- 
cation.   hev:    Jkir   then,    von   little  hussv,    how 
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could  you  let  me  go  into  such  confounded 
passions  ?  Smooth  as  oil,  you  know,  till  you 
set  me  a  blazing ;  you  should  have  let  me  into 
your  plot  —  I  should  have  enjoyed  it  of  all 
things, 

EMILY. 

I  was  afraid,  Sir,  you  would  not  have  en- 
tered into  the  spirit  of  it. 

SIR  TAFFY, 

Yes,  but  I  should  ;  and  have  helped  you  on 

with    it Egad!     if  it   was  not  for  fear  of 

carrying  the  jest  too  far  —  and  if  I  did  not 
think    the   nation   wanted    just  what  I   think 

lean  give  it —  I  would  still. But  affairs  are 

critical,  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost — you  con- 
sent   [Going. 

EMILY. 

You  seem  resolved,  Sir,  to  draw  your  own 
conclusions ;  but  let  me  beg  of  you  not  to  be 
too  precipitate. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

Ha,  ha!  you  sly  thing  —  what  you  are  play- 
ing off  upon  me  too,  are  you?  You  forget, 
child,  that  I  am  now  in  the  secret.  Ha,  ha! — ■ 
what  an  hypocritical  little  rogue  is  a  young 
woman  in  love  !  But  the  deceit  is  pleasant 
enough,  too  —  ha,   ha,  ha! 

EMI  LY. 

In  the  present  case.  I  am  sure  it  is  innocent, 
and  has  been  inevitable. 
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SIR  TAFFY. 

Inevitable!  O,  doubtless!  What,  you  could 
not  help  a  little  tricking,  hey?  Ods  traps  and 
guns !  I  believe  its  the  way  of  you  all  —  Sad 
little  dissemblers,  for  all  that.    Inevitable,  hey! 

[Exit, 

EMILY. 

I  own  it,  Sir,  They  say,  many  a  true  word 
is  spoke  in  jest.  Never  was  the  proverb  more 
completely  verified.  Heigho  !•  I  have  per- 
formed my  promise,  however,  to  my  dearest 
Conway;  but  I  tremble  to  think  —  what  this 
kind,  cruel,  dear,  inconsistent,  tender,  and 
tyrannical,  father  will  make  of  it!  [Exit, 


SCENE  VI. 
Another  Apartment  in  the  Castle. 

Enter   Lady  Aretiiusa  Trylove   and 
Colonel  Fagg. 

LADY    TRYLOVE. 

Indeed,  my  dear  Colonel,  you  are  a  great 
deal  too  much  in  a  hurry.  A  burnt  child  — 
but  you  have  lived  long  enough  to  know  all  the 
old  savings  and  maxims,  amongst  which  — 
Be:care  of  the  third  time,  is  not  the  least 
striking.     Twice  already  have  I  been  deceived 
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by  your  abominable  sex —  once  in  a  lover,  and 
once  in  a  husband;  and  I  have  the  experience 
of  a  woman  of  fifty,  at  something  less  than 
t  zcen  ty  -free ■ 

COIOXEL. 

Seven  of  which,  widow,  you  have  been  at 
liberty,  and  I  have  been  in  bondage. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

In  rosy  fetters,  though  ;  are  they  not  ?  But, 
my  dear  captive  Colonel,  if  your  chains  do  not 
sit  easy,  why  don't  you  throw  them  off? 

COLONEL. 

You  know  I  cannot  —  von  handsome  savage! 
you  know  I  am  fool  enough  to  hug  them;  and, 
indeed,  were  there  any  hope  of  being  free  at 
last — but  to  be  a  prisoner  for  life  is  a  serious 
thing,  widow. 

LADY    TRYLOVE. 

So  it  is;  but  I  take  it,  nevertheless,  in  your 
case,  Colonel,  to  be  inevitable. 

COLONEL. 

The  devil  you  do  !   How  so,  pray? 

LADY   TRYLOVE. 

Why,  surely  you  are  not  so  insensible,  to 
suppose  that  an  union  with  me  would  purchase 
your  freedom?  Did  ever  anybody  hear,  before, 
that  the  temple  of  Hymen  led  to  that  of  Li- 
berty? No,  my  dear  slave,  depend  upon  it, 
you   are  now,    comparatively,    a  gentleman  at 
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large,  to  what  you  must  expect  to  be,  when 
linked  unto  the  chain  of  matrimony   with   an 

incensed  widow,  who  means  to  retaliate  on 
your  disastrous  head,  all  the  wrongs  she  has 
suffered. 

COLONEL. 

Really  !  Well,  1  am  much  obliged  to  you 
for  the  information,   however. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Indeed  nothing  short  of  this  delightful 
opportunity  could  induce  me  to  undergo  the 
hazard  of  another  engagement  —  especially  with 
a  person  under  your  unlucky  predicament. 

COLONEL. 

Pray,    Madam,   what  may  that  be  ? 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

As  I  am  above  Q'lanciim'  at  am*  gentleman's 
personal  defects  —  and  as  the  loss  of  a  leg  is  his 
misfortune,  not  his  fault  —  and  as,  moreover,  I 
scorn  to  cast  reflections,  this  little  faithful 
mirror  [opening  her  pocket  glass]  will  decide 
the  point  in  a  moment.  [She  holds  if  to  hint. ! 
I  am  afraid  you  see  something  disagreeable  in 
that  poor  glass. 

COLONEL. 

Xo,     Madam;    but  1   see   something  out   of 

the  g!as.->  —  that  is  the  most 


LADY    TRVLOVE. 


Charming 


Provoking  — 
Agreeable  — 
Intolerably - 
Delightfully 
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COLO  a  EL. 

LADY   TRYLOVE. 


COLO  X  EL 


UDY   TRYLOVE. 


COLONEL. 

Barbarous 

LADY    TRYLOVE. 

Bewitching  teaman  !   Why,   I  protest  you  are 
quite  in  a  passion. 

COLONEL. 

Her  audacity  is   unparalleled ;    and  I   really 
am  afraid  I  love  her  the  better  for  it. 

LADY    TRYLOVE. 

In  short,  Colonel,  if  you  give  into  these  inde- 
cent outrages,  unbecoming  your  age  and  situa- 
tion, consuming,  to  no  purpose  whatever,  your 
time  and  mine  —  you  only  shew  that  you  are 
not  yet  lit  for  my  purpose; — whereas,  if  you 
were  to  pass  the  agreeable  ordeal,  1  have  and 
may  put  you  to,  with  more  graceful  resignation, 
1  might  be  tempted  to  make  the  fetters  you  now 
rattle,  indissoluble ;  and  that,  perhaps,  some 
years  sooner  than  I  intended. 
Colo  x"  Ei- 
Years  !  Was  there  ever  such  a  merciless  tyrant! 
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LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

Nay,  I  protest,  I  act  only  on  motives  of  pure 
pitv  and  loving-kindness;  for,  knowing  what 
you  have  to  "undergo  [She  holds  her  hand  to 
him]  I  postpone  the  evil  hour  of  your  perpe- 
tual imprisonment  as  long  as  possible. 

[Puts  the  back  of  her  hand  to  his  lips, 

COLONEL. 

O  Fagg  !  Fagg  !  why  don't  you  resist  this 
bribe— -why  don't  you? 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

Nay,  now,  Colonel,  you  are  downright  un- 
grateful; for,  besides  the  generous  inducements 
I  have  already  avowed,  there  are  others  of 
great  weight  with  my  gentle  nature, 

COLONEL. 

Her  gentle  nature! 

LADY   TRY LOVE 

In  ten  or  a  dozen  years  more  I  shall  begin  to 
be  striken;  your  age  will  be  vastly  improved  by 
that  time;  and.  by  coming  together  late  in  life, 
we  may  pass  the  few  remaining  years  without 
the  conjugal  discordant  accompaniments  to  the 
tune  of  modern  wedlock. 

COLONEL. 

And  you  think,  widow,  that  the  wear  and 
tear  of  a  dozen  more  years  may  qualify  your 
Jjuhjship  lor  the  antiquated  nuptials? 
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LADY  TRY  LOVE. 

Betwixt  t1  at  number  and  twenty,  I  should 
suppose,  at  the  most.  You  indeed,  Colonel, 
are  arrived  ac  it  already. 

COLONEL. 

How  so,   j  Tad  am  ? 

LADY    TI.YLOVE. 

\. Fee  ling  her  pocket.  ]  Must  I  again  produce 
this  little  tell-tale,  whose  strict  adherence  to 
matters  of  fact  offended  you  so  much  before, 
Colonel? 

COLONEL. 

Sma-h  is  the  word,  if  it  makes  its  second  ap- 
pearance, as  sure  as  ever  it  comes  out  of  your 
pocket,   widow. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Aye,  a  sincere  friend,  that  dares  to  shew  us 
our  defects,  id  always  unwelcome.  Well  then, 
Colonel,  love  with  fidelity,  wait  with  patience, 
watch  with  diligence,  let  proofs  of  your  affec- 
tion  "  still  rise  on  proofs " 

COLONEL. 

And  "  he  the  last  the  strongest,"  I  suppose. 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

Just  so:  and  as  a  first  instance  of  your  obedi- 
ence to  orders,  I  command  that  you  go  and 
gather  me  the  handsomest  bouquet  in  Sir  Taf- 
fy's garden; — and,  as  a  reward, — you  know  I 
always  love  to  reward  you, — [throws  out  her 
hand]  you  may  bring  it  to  my   dressing-room, 
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■where  I  will  tell  you  a  great  family  secret 
about  a  lord  and  a  lady  and  a  young-  gentleman 
of  our  acquaintance.  The  duties  of  the  toilette 
now  summons  me,  for  I  am  determined  to 
spare  no  pains  to  keep  the  fortress  in  repair, 
while  it  is  in   my  possession. 

COLO  x  EL. 

Ah,  widow,  widow  !  I  wish  the  fair  garrison. 
which  has  held  out  so  long  and  severe  a  scige, 
were  to  surrender  to-morrow  ! 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

To -morrow  I  O  frightful !  Go  pluck  the  riov 
ers  this  instant,   or  I  faint. 

^Exeunt,  severalty. 


END  OF  THE   FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE     1. 

A  Library. 

Enter  Sir  Taffy  and  Coy  way, 

SIR  TAFFY. 

Give  me  your  hand,  Con.  And  so  you  asked 
ieaYe  of  your  Colonel  just  to  run  and  see 
how  we  went  on? 

CONWAY. 

Exactly  that,  Sir. 

SIR  TAFFY, 

That  is  so  kind  of  you! — But  pray  who  was 
that  along  with  you?     I  was  in  such  a  bustle, 
going  to  receive  my  Lord,   1  could  only  nod   a 
welcome. --Some  friend,  I  suppose. 
cox  WAY. 

A  brother  officer,  Sir,  who,  passing  the  Cas- 
tle gate,  in  his  way  to  some  friends,  was  pre- 
vailed on  to  take  some  refreshment 

SIR    TAFFY. 

That  was  right.  This  house  is  yours  and 
mine,  you  know.  But  have  you  seen  the  tor- 
menting widow,  and  her  taunting  Colonel, — - 
or  Emily? 
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CONWAY. 

I  have,   Sir. 

SI  It   T.\  Vl'Y. 

Then  ]  suppose  you  know  that  matters  are 
coming"  to  a  crisis. 

cox  WAY. 
I  do,  Sir. 

SI  K   TA  FLY. 

Well,   and  what  do   you   think  of  my  girl's 

choice? 

COX  WAY. 

I  approve  it  of  all  things.  As  matters  are  situ- 
ated, I  don't  think  she  could  nave  chosen  better. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Why,  in  point  of  interest,  I  think  not;  and 
you  know  Con.  interest  now  a-days 

CONWAY. 

There  we  differ,  Sir:  had  her  interest  alone 
been  consulted,   I  should  have  thought 

SIR    TAFFY. 

By  interest,  I  only  mean  connexions.  You 
know,  Con.  i  have  always  predetermined  her  for 
a  title,  and  I  believe,  too,  yon  are  aware  that  pre- 
determination is,  with  me 

CONWAY. 

Only  another  word  for  destiny. 

SIR  TA  FFY. 

Yes,   I  never  gave  up  a  point  in  my  life. 
You  know,    I   have   sworn   to  von,   that,   had 
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she  matched  with  any  thing  short  of  a  man  of 
quality,  desertion  and  disinheritance  would 
have  been  her  portion.  The  only  difference 
that  ever  you  and  I  had  was  upon  this  subject: 
But  since  you  gave  me  up,  we  have  been  the 
best  friends  in  the  world. 

cox  WAY. 
You  may  depend    upon  it,   Sir,   that  subject 
will  meet  no  farther  resistance  on  my  part. 

SI  R   TAFFY. 

Guess,  then,  my  pleasure  in  a  conversation 
I  had  with  her  a  little  while  ago,  to  find  her  all 
obedience  to  my  wishes;  and  as  soon  as  I  can 
2,'et  siirht  of  this  lazv,  lordlv  lover,  I  am  to 
take  her  consent  to  him. 

COX  WAV. 

You  have  to  thank  me.  in  some  measure,  for 
that,   Sir. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

You  1  how  so? 

COX  WAY, 

Finding  you,  Sir,  as  you  observe,  so  absorbed 
in  doing  the  honours  of  the  Castle  to  great  folks, 
that  you  scarce  afforded  a  nod  for  little  ones; 
and  not  thinking  it  decent  to  appear  before  a 
stranger,  and  a  man  of  condition  in  such  a  pic- 
kle ;  I  relied  on  the  privileges  of  an  old  friend 
and  immediately  repaired  to  Emily's  apartments. 
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SIR    TAFFY. 

Well,  and  so  — 

coy  WAY. 

O,  Sir,  I  no  sooner  heard  of  the  gilt  liveries 
the  borough,   and  the  Earldom,   than  I  candid- 
ly advised  her  to  make  np  her  mind  to  a  match 
immediately. 

SIR     TAFFY. 

Did  you-  damme,  1  wish  you  bad  been  an 
Earl,  or  had  the  disposal  of  a  borough  your- 
self! I'd  soon  have  packed  this  right  honour- 
able piece  of  rock-work  into  his  coach  and  six. 
But,  never  mind;  I'll  codicil  you  a  cool  thou- 
sand for  this,  little  Con.  Sly  little  jade, 
though,  wanted  to  take  all  the  merit  of  it  to 
herself;  whereas,  I  dare  swear,  if  the  truth 
were  known,  you  had  a  plaguy  deal  of  trouble 
to  bring  her  about. 

CONWAY. 

I  had  indeed,  Sir.  but  I  would  hear  of  no 
objections;  nay,  I  even  threatened  to  quit  the 
Castle,  and  give  up  my  acquaintance  with  her, 
if  she  hesitated  any  longer. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[With  his  usual  vehemence.]  You  did?  well, 
stand  clear  Con.  Open  your  arms,  open  your 
arm.s,  for  after  I  have  thrown  this  purse  of  gui- 
neas at  your  head,  I  mean  to  dash  into  them, 
as  if  I  myself  was  the  happy  man. 
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CONWAY. 

I  am  sufficiently  repaid  already,  Sir,  for  all 
the  pains  I  have  taken,  and  must  beg  leave  to 
decline 

SIR    TAFFY. 

And  I  must  beg  leave,  little  Con.  to  think  you 
a  very  great  blockhead ;  so,  take  it  I  say,  and 
my  Lord  ought  to  give  you  another;  there, 
there's  the  purse,  and  here's  my  hug;  [embraces] 
and  I'll  buy  you  a  majority  to-morrow  :  and, 
in  the  course  of  the  next  campaign,  you  shall 
be  a  colonel ;  and,  damme,  before  the  end  of 
the  war,  I'll  have  you  stilted  up  to  generalis- 
simo. 

CONWAY. 

{Takes  the  purse.]  Your  predeterminations, 
you  know  Sir  — 

SIR    TAFFY. 

But  after  all  this,  my  dear  boy,  do  give  me 
your  opinion  about  a  few  matters.  You  must 
know,   Con,  — 

CONWAY. 

Your  decisions,  Sir  Taffy,  are  all-sufficient ; 
besides,  I  am  under  absolute  engagement  to 
meet  a  friend  at  some  distanee,  who  is  return- 
ing to  the  regiment. 

V  SIR    TAFFY. 

But  what  1  have  to  say  is  so  important,   and 
a  icw  minutes  will  finish  the  business.      I  want 
vol.  ir.  f.  e 
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to  shew  my  Lord  that,   though  he  brings  a  title 
and  a  borough  into  my  family,  in  coming  to 
my   castle,   he's    not   making  a  visit  to   barren 
mountains.      I    have   long   had  in    my    strong 
box  a  little  cabinet  of  family  curiosities ;  look 
you  here,  'takes  out  a  small  box  from  his  pock- 
et]   here  lie  deposited  in  cotton   the  jewellery 
of  the  Ap-Tindors,    from  the  flood  downwards. 
I    am    a   sly    old   fellow,  you   know,   and   have 
kept   this   treasure    snug  from    the    knowledge 
even  of  Emily  ;   but  as   I   wish  to  surprise  my 
Lord  on  the  day  of  marriage,   by  shewing  him 
at  least  ten  stars  for    one,  I    am   resolved   to 
make  my  girl,   on  that  occasion,   a  perfect  con- 
stellation!     Damme,   she    shall    twinkle,    Con. 
like  the  hemisphere  in  a  hard  frost. 
co.\vr.\  v. 
I  cannot  hut  believe,  Sir,  that  the  man  of  Ik  i 
choice   will    deem    this   superfluous.      \    should 
think,  indeed  — 

SIH    TAFFY. 

You  generallv  think  like  a  blockhead;  heat 
me  out,  and  do  as  I  bid  von.  I  am  predeter- 
mined now.  As  vou  have  interested  yourself  si: 
kindly  in  this  affair,  (and  for  which  1  shall 
love  you  the  longest  dav  1  have  to  live. )  it 
".ili  be  the  handsomest  thing  in  the  world,  toi 
von  to  he  the  hearer  of  these  presents;  tci- 
-:•_"  her  she'   owes    them    to    the    consent    \<>\\ 
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hive  extorted  from  her.  There,  —  come,  no 
shying,  take  it,  I  will  have  my  way ;  give  it 
to  the  girl,  gallop  away,  and  come  back  again 
as  soon  as  yon  can. 

cox  WAY. 
Really,  Sir,   I  —  I  —  I  — 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Damn  it,  I  thought  you  was  in  a  hurry;  bur 
if  you  are  not,  I  am  ;  so  come  along  my  little 
Con.  [Bell  rings.']  Hark!  hark!  my  Lord's 
alive  ;  at  least,  there's  a  chance  of  his  visibility. 
—  Off,   off,   off! 

[Exeunt  severally, 

scene  ir. 

A  spacious  Antichamber,  into  which  Lord 
Frfezfland  enters  by  folding  Doors.  He 
is  just  risen,  and  is  in  his  Robe  de  Cliambre, 
Bonnet  de  Nuit.  He  comes  indolently  lolling 
between  two  Footmen,  who,  having  seated 
him  on  a  Lit  de  liepos,  proceed  to  their 
/Morning  Duty.  One  takes  off  his  Night-cap, 
another  adjusts  his  Slippers,  takes  Ins  Hair 
out  of  Papers  ;  during  which  lie  stretches, 
yawns,  and,  in  the  Prime  of  Lite  and  Health, 
affects  the  Languor  (Did  Coldness  of  Age.} 

LORD    FREE  2:  EI.  AXD. 

These  castle  bed-chambers  are  as  damp  as  ■— 
k  e  2 
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Slave?,  help  me  out,    'tis  too   fatiguing*  to   he 
hunting  after  similies. 

FIRST   SERVANT. 

Damp  as  a  charnel-house,  my  Lord* 

LORD   FREEZELAND, 

[Shivering]  And  colder  than 

SECOND    SERVANT. 

An  ice-house,  my  Lord. 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

Then  for  the  winds,  they  howl  through  the 
ten  thousand  dark  entries,  lanes,  loose  case- 
ments, and  long  passages  of  this  miserable  old 
mansion,  like 

FIRST    SERVANT, 

Like,  like 

SECOND    SERVANT. 

No,  like 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

Well,  but  do  not  quarrel  about  it ;  'tis  not 
worth  stunning  me  for.  It  is  with  difficulty 
that  I  can  hear  the  sound  of  my  own  voice 
this  morning,  after  the  hurly-burly  of  yester- 
day's journey,  the  overwhelming  hospitality  ot 
Sir  Taffy,  and  the  inveterate  civility  of  his  do- 
mestics. 

FIRST    SERVANT. 

Very  trying  indeed,  my  Lord,   to  the  nerve>.. 

LORD  FREEZ  FLA  NO. 

[V<ixnmg.~\   Ccrtainlv  nothing*  but   the  mo *t 
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racking  passion  for  this  beautiful  mountaineer, 
love  even  to  agony,  [stretches]  and  certain 
other  violent  causes,  [gapes\  could  bring  me 
to  bury  myself  alive  in  this  abominable  coun- 
try.   Disappear,  fellows,  and  send  Target, 

FIRST     SERVANT. 

JVly  Lord,  lie  comes. 

L 0  R D    F R E E ZELAND, 

Does  lie?  then  do  you  go.    [Beckons  them  off. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Target. 

TARGET. 

My  gracious  Lord. 

LORD   freez  eland. 
Prithee,     peace     with    thy    theatricals,    and 
fetch  me  my  pelisse  out  of  my  sleeping,  or,  ra- 
ther,  waking    room ;    for  though,    in  point  of 
.season,  we  are  in   the  dog-days,  we  seem,    in 
point  of  climate,   to  he  wintering  in  Lapland. 
[Target  goes  into  the  bed-room  in  his  tragedy 
strut,  and  returns. 

TARC  ET. 

Your  Lordship's  pelisse. 

LORD    FREE  ZELAND. 

O  Target,   were  it  not  for  the  absolute  neces- 
sity of  repairing  the  House  of  Freezeland  with 
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a  little  of  the  cement  of  Tin  dor  Castle,  not 
another  night  would  I  pass  within  these  walls! 
Hast  thou  seen  any  of  the  spectres  that  haunt 
it  ?    At  what  hour  didst  thou  arrive? 

TARGET. 

Even  in  ';  the  witching  time  of  night."  my 
Lord;  but  I  beg  pardon,  your  Lordship  pre- 
fers the  vulgar  tongue  in  a  morning,  perhaps. 

LORD     1'  R  E  E  ?.  LI  I.  A  X  D . 

If  you  please.  I  have  an  infinite  deal  of  fa- 
tigue to  go  through  to-day;  for  thou  knowest 
the  violence  of  my  love  and  my  affairs.  Ve- 
hement disorders  call  for  vehement  remedies. 
The  vulgar  tongue,  therefore,  and  of  that  no 
more  than  is  necessary, 

TARGET. 

To  descend,  then,  my  Lord  :  it  being  past 
twelve  o'clock  when  I  irot  here:  (past  txcelct 
o'clock,  and   a   cloudy  morning). 

[In  a  watchman's  cm, 

f.OR  P    T  R  FEZ  ELAN  O 

You  can't  help  it,    I  see. 

TA  UGET. 

My  Lord.  Til  make  a  vow:  it  is  bur  the  af- 
'f.di  ej'  a  minute.  Tycho  Target,  if  thou  soar- 
Pst  above  the  meanest  capacity,  in  the  present 
scene  Mara  his  Lordship,  maw  —  I  may  ;e- 
well  kneel  though:  it  is  more  binding,  aed 
rv>re  in  oar  wav  :    \Lncs:!'-\  mav  blindness   and 
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leprosy,  leanness  and  lunacy —  [mutters  stage 
imprecations  to  himself"].  There,  my  Lord,  it  is 
possible  for  me  to  burst  now,  but  not  to  be 
elegant. 

LORD    FREE  Z  ELAND. 

I  hope  it  is  possible  for  thee  to  be  brief,  at 
least. 

TAP"£T. 

The  unities  shall  be  observed,  my  Lord. 
In  brief,  then,  when  I  entered  the  Castle,  ail 
rational  creatures  were  in  bed;  and  except 
that  I  have,  within  this  half  hour,  had  a 
glimpse  of  the  half  made-up  things  of  the 
family,  —  and  who  seem  to  be  a  collection  from 
all  the  hospitals;  and  whom  I  found  in  the  act 
of  tr.. mining  your  Lordship's  domestics  with  a 
Welsh  breakfast,  as  fail  of  solids  as  one  of  the 
neighbouring  mountains,  —  I  cannot,  in  strict 
propriety,  be  said  to  have  seen,  heard,  or  un- 
derstood,  any  thing;  since  I  came. 

LORD    FREZELAXD. 

You  remember  Sir  Taffy  and  Emily  in  town. 
The  beauty  and  fortune  of  the  one,  must  make 
up  For  the  folly  and  ambition  of  the  other. 
The  girl  has  indeed,  hitherto,  persisted  in  re- 
fusing me  ;  but  that  passes  for  nothing  ;  I  will 
pitch  the  father's  obstinacy  against,  all  the 
daughter.;  in  Christendom.  "What  news  do'st; 
thou  bring  of  the  paraphernalia  * 


424  FIRE    AND    FROST. 

TARGET. 

Selvidge  agreed  to  furnish  them  on  specula- 
tion, my  Lord ;  and  swore  the  whole  order 
should  be  ready  for  delivery  in  eight-and-forty 

hours. 

LORD    F R E E ZEE  A N  D . 

That's  well;  nuptial  ornaments  by  contract, 
hey  Target ! 

TARGET. 

I  la.  ha,  the  comedy  of  the  Wedding  Day  in 
Wales,  with  new  scenes,  dresses,  and  decora- 
tions ! 

L  O  It  D    F  R  E  E  Z  E  L  A  N  I) . 

But  as  you  are  to  act  the  character  of  my 
chief  confidant  in  this  domestic  drama,  re- 
member your  cues.  Sir  Taffy,  you  know',  is 
to  be  your  pupil.  He  is  in  training,  as  I  told 
you,  for  the  senate.  It  is  a  pretty  vapour  he 
has  got  into  his  head  ;  and  there  let  it  lie  till 
the  ceremony  is  over ;  but  you  must  throw 
aside  the  stroller,  and  assume  the 

TARGET. 

Drop  Roscius,   ami  take  up  Cicero, 
"  Equal  to  both,  and  armed  lor  cither  field/' 

LORD     FREEZE  J.  A  VI), 

Well,    hut  don't  put  me  out. 

TARGET. 

O,  had  your  Lordship  but  seen  my  first  ap- 
pearance in  the  character  of  Marc  Antony  ' 
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LORD     FREEZE  LAND. 

I  wish  T  could  sec  you  make  your  first  ap- 
pearance iu  the  character  of  silence. 

TA  R GET. 

Over  the  dead  body  of  Csesar.  my  Lord; 
there  was  eloquence  for  you !  I  only  mean  to 
say,  in}'  Lord,  that  whatever  be  the  part  into 
which  it  is  your  Lordship's  pleasure  to  cast  me, 
I  am  master  of  it;  and,  with  respect  to  public 
speaking,  permit  me  to  give  you  a  taste  of  mv 
quality.  Though  I  admit,  Mr.  President,  the 
whole  force  of  that  argument, —  and  though — - 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[lilt  hi)/.]  I  tell  you  I  must  see  him;  if  he 
is  not  up  now,  he  must  be  dead  in  his  bed ;  but, 
dead  or  alive,  I  will  see  him. 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

As  1  live,  the  thundering  voice  and  tempes- 
tuous step  of  that  Sir.Tatty  ! 

TARGET. 

[Looking  out.]  Yes,  I  have  the  honourable 
baronet  now  in  my  eye,   my  Lord. 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

Away,  then  ;  if  I  see  opportunity,  I'll  intro- 
duce you  ;   be  within  call. 

TARGET. 

My  liege,  I  wait  without. 

[Edit  Target. 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Sir  Tai/i  w 

LORD    FREEZELAXD, 

All,  my  old  friend,  von  are  in  full  gallop, 
and  high  glee,  betimes  tlr's  morning. 

S  I  R     T  A  I'  F  V . 

Betimes,   my  Lord,   do  you  call  il  :    why  the 
rest  of  the  family  are  half  dressed  for  dinner  — 
hark,   that's  the  first  dinner-hell 

LORD     FREEZELAXD. 

And,  if  it  were  the  last  passing-bell.  I 
could  not  have  made  more  haste  towards  visi- 
bility.    But  your  good  news,   Sir  Taffy  ? 

S  I  K    T  A  I  T  V  , 

MVlth  the  greatest  rapidity,  and  violence 
of  movement.]  As  to  that,  my  ford,  what 
one  man  calls  good,  another  may  not.  But 
when  a  father  comes  to  a  noble  Lord,  from 
one  of  the  finest  girls  in  the  Principality,  to 
say  —  she  is  ready  to  give  the  same  Lord 
her  hand,  with  a  hundred  thousand  hard 
pounds  in  it.  and  as  rich  blood  in  everv  one  of 
her  veins,  as  ever  ran  through  the  human 
body  I  think  mk  h  news  must  be  called,  new, 
ron.    toll  i  ahlv  ;;ood. 

t  o  ;;  n    re  10  /  v.  i,.\  \  o. 

///tolriabb      s<ni   mean:    1  a;u   transported 


1  IRE    AND     FHOST.  40/ 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[Aside.]  Damme,  his  transports  seem  to  have 
given  him  the  ague. 

LORD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

And  has  the  dear  creature,  after  all  the  ago- 
nies she  has  made  me  suffer,  at  last  consented 
to  —  Pray,  my  good  friend,  do  you  not  reckon 
the  air  of  these  mountains  very  cutting?  I  am 
freezing  in  my  pelisse,      [[['rapping  himself'  up. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Mountains  cutting  !  Zoons  !  if  they  were 
mountains  of  ice.  such  a  declaration  ought  to 
thaw  them.  Thunder  and  lightning,  my  Lord, 
why,  aren't  you  distracted  !  Why,  aren't  you 
in  a  high  fever ! 

LORD    FREEZ  ELAN  D. 

Why,  I  am  distracted,  and  in  as  high  a  fe- 
ver as  you  can  possibly  desire. 

SIR     TAFFY. 

Then  you  have  the  most  easy  way  of  settling 
a  high  fever  I  ever  saw,  1  should  not  wonder 
to  see  you  harden  into  an  icicle. 

LORD     FREEZ  ELAND. 

Look  you,  Sir  Tally  ;  as  I  trust  we  are  to 
pass  much  of  our  future  lives  together,  I  think 
fit  to  set  you  right  as  to  my  real  temper  and 
disposition.  You  will  perhaps  be  .surprised  to 
hear   I  am   bv   nature  the  most    irritable    and 
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violent  creature  breathing ;  all  storm,   tempest, 
and  lire. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[Bursts  into  a  laugh.}  Do  look  at  the  fiery 
fellow,  now.  By  the  powers  of  thunder,  the 
frozen  Caucasus  is  a  salamander  to  him  ! 

LOUD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

{Inveterately  cold.]  It  is  by  discipline  only, 
that  I  am  what  you  see  ;  insomuch  that, 
though  my  heart  is  sometimes  burning  with 
rage,  as  it  is  at  this  moment  with  love,  I  have 
learnt  to  take  the  warmest  things  so  coolly, 
that  a  common  observer  would  think  I  had  no 
feeling, 

SIR    TAFFY. 

\IIcating.~]  Why,  to  say  truth,  my  Lord,  a 
man  might  give  into  that  mistake. 

LORD    FR  FEZ  ELAN  D. 

It  is  only  a  proof  what  may  be  done  by  ma- 
nagement. However,  I  do  again,  repeat  that 
I  am  transported  at  the  news  you  bring  me 
from  the  lovely  mouth  of  the  adorable  Emily  ; 
and  there  are  two  reasons  which  urge  me  to 
unusual  dispatch  in  this  business. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Dispatch  !  that  will  be  unusual,  indeed,  my 
Lord  :   what  may  those  reasons  be  : 

FORD     FRFF.Z  FFA  X  D, 

The  fiiM  is.    I  have  had,  for  these  three  years 
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past,  a  fit  of  the  gout,  and  tins  is  about  the 
time  of  its  visitations ;  you  feel,  I  dare  say, 
my  good  friend,  the  strength  of  that  argu- 
ment. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

1    do   indeed,    my    Lord,    from   my   lingers 
ends  down  to  my  great  toe. 

LORD    F  R  E  EZELAND, 

I  sympathize  with  you  ;  and  yet  you  see  I 
even  take  that  coolly. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Ods  lire  and  faggots,  how  men  differ  !   but 
your  Lordship's  second  reason  ? 

L  O  R  D    F  R  E  E  Z  E  L  A  X  D . 

Stronger  than  the  other;  the  expected  death 
of  the  Duke  de  bang-froid,  my  brother.  Now, 
either  of  these  events  would  produce  some 
months  delay.  I  could  not  decently  marry 
in  mourning,  you  know.  In  relief,  therefore,  of 
my  burning  impatience,—  [ibises  sloxcly] 

Sill     TAFFY. 

Ods  flesh  !    lie   talks  of  impatience  as  if  lie 
was  dropping  asleep.  ;;liet'  a  do'5e  of  laudanum. 
,  0  ilD    i  ill  lz  ELAND. 

To  prevent,   therefore,  either  of  these  dread- 
ful evils,    J    thus  —  thus  - upon  my  knots.  — 

mv  —  n1}'  knees,   imuiore  my  dear  intended  fa- 
ther-in-law. — -  Iknciiiusi'.   ajicr  muck  nettling.] 
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SIR    TAFFY. 

[Aside.]    If  lie  is    not    turning    his   bears 

clothing  into  a  cushion  to  kneel  upon  ! 

LORD    FREEZE  LAND. 

—  To  use  his  whole  paternal  influence,  that 
the  marriage  may  take  place  this  evening,  or 
to-morrow  morning. 

TARGET. 

{Peeping  and  whispering.']  Say,  my  Lord, 
never  will  you  quit  those  knees. 

LORD     FREEZE  LAND. 

No,  never '(till  I  quit  these  knees,  these  deai 
paternal  knees. 

TARGET. 

[Peeping.]  "Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes,  and 
with  thy  tears." 

LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

Yes  —  I  speak  to  you  with  my  eyes,  and  with 
my  tears. 

TARGET. 

[Peeping.]     A  pluck  or  two  by  the  coat,  my 
Lord.      Nor  ever  quit  my  hold 

LORD     FREEZELAXD. 

—  Nor  ever  quit  my  hold,  till  thou  my  suit 
hast 

TARC i  1 . 

-—  (J  ranted. 

LOU  O     [K2  LZELA  v  h. 

—  Hast  granted, 
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SIR    TAFFY. 

Why,  hey-day,  my  Lord,  you  don't  seem  to 
be  quite  perfect  in  this  part ;  you've  a  prompter 
here  behind  the  scenes. 

LOUD    FREEZELAXD. 

A  treasure,  Sir  Tarty,  a  treasure,  a  confi- 
dential servant  of  mine;  or  rather  an  humble 
friend.  By  the  by,  that  young  fellow,  who  is 
one  of  the  finest  orators  I  know,  may  be  of 
considerable  service  to  you.  Sir  Taffy,  in  your 
political  i 

sin    TAFFY. 

Indeed  ! 

T  ORD    FHFFZ  E  LAN  IF 

Understand?!    all    the     spirited     business    of 
question    and  retort    and    compliment, 

attack  and  def< 

SIR     TAFFY. 

Tire  very  man  I  want,  just  to  set  me  going*, 

[11  run  like  a  wheel  when  I'm  up;  get  me  down 
who  can.      J     h    aid  like  to  see   this  paragon. 

>  iv.D      ]  lir'.r  /  YA.  \  \  '.)■ 

\  ou  .-■  ii;n  alread\  :    but  that  was 

in  sport:   ".;    s  a  leuo"^  ol  infinite   jest."  O,  here 

;   \    1QIY. 

S'jnaturial  gravity. 

Sj  ;,     TAFFY. 

A  L'Ood    uicinn  dcpoitment  •   his  action  rather 
i-'Oiieiiitnt.  though 
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LORD   FREEZELAXD. 

We  must  allow  for  old  stage  tricks. 

[Target  seems  to  be  speaking  an  oration—* 
addresses  a  chair. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Nay.   I  like  a  good  deal  of  action  myself. 

LOR  i)     I  RI'EZ  EL  AXD. 

Yes,  your  automaton  speakers  can  do  no- 
thing. 

TARGET. 

Mr.  Speaker  ! 

LORD     FREEZELAXD. 

We  have  not  now  time  for  the  display  of 
your  abilities,  Target  ;  Sir  Taffy  is  charged 
with  an  cmhassy— — - 

TARGET. 

On  which  depends  the  life  and  death  of  my 
liege  Lord.  Ves,  I  perceive,  the  tender  elo- 
quence of  a  father,  and  the  pathetic  appeal-- 
of  a  friend,  to  both  parties,  such  as  I  avow 
myself,  is  the  matter  now  most  likely  to  carry 
the  question. 

SIR  TA  I  FY. 

[Catching  hold  of  him.']  Otis  life  and  lau- 
rels !  come  along  with  me,  then,  and  help  mc 
to  bring  back  an  answer. 

LORD     I'RKLZ  EL  A  XD, 

I'll  take  a  turn  in  the  gardens,  while  you  go 
on  your  embassy  to  the  divine  Emily. 
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SIR  TAFFY. 

And  then  to  dinner,  my  Lord. 

TARGET. 

lt  With  what  appetite  we  may.*'        [Exeunt. 


SCENE  V 
A  Dressing  Room* 

Enter  Emily  alone. 

Good  Heaven,  what  will  become  of  me  1 
Every  room  in  the  house  already  rings  with 
preparation.  My  dear  Conway  had  only  time 
to  say,  he  had  gained  the  opportunity  he  wished, 
and  would  return  as  soon  as  possible.  Yet, 
surely,  the  measure  of  counterfeit  assent  was, 
after  all,  ill  advised.  Indeed,  from  the  solemn 
formality  of  Lord  Freezeland,  every  favourable 
delay  is  to  be  expected  :  but  the  hurrying  dis- 
position of  my  father,  when  driven  forward  by 
any  darling  pursuit,  is  still  to  be  dreaded. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

[Within.]  This  way,  this  way,  Target: — 
that's  the  door  of  her  dressing  room  : — fathers 
run  in  every  where,  you  know. 

EMILY* 

I  hear  him  coming  full  tilt.  —  and  out  of 
breath,  uith  his  project! 
VOL.  11.  f  f 
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.SIR  TAFFY. 

[Before  he  enters.']  Do  you  stop  in  this  clo- 
set, and  hear  how  I  manage  her.  rSir  Taffy 
runs  in.]  News,  news,  my  clear  Emily  1  Good 
hick,  like  bad,  you  know,  never  comes  alone, 
I  have  this  instant  two-fold  tidings  to  make 
my  old  heart  dance  for  joy,  and  your  young 
one  shall  dance  too. 

E3IILY. 

To  see  you  happy,  my  dearest  father,  will 
always 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Order,  order,  child  !  Tis  a  rule  of  the  House, 
not  to  interrupt  a  gentleman  when  he  is  upon 
his  legs.  Know,  then,  that  the  World  and  his 
wife  are  coming  to  the  Castle  ;  that  a  devilish 
clever  fellow,  who  is  a  good  orator  and  actor, 
is  here  already  ;  that,  under  his  management. 
we  are  to  have  a  play,  a  masquerade,  a  chain- 
peine,  and  a  grand  rehearsal  for  a  great  occa- 
sion, ail  under  one.  Ods  battledores  and  shut- 
tlecocks, now  we  will  keep  it  up  !  The  old 
Castle  shall  rival  Chilliim'sworth's.  in  the  davs 
of  good  Queen  Bess. 

TARGET. 

[Sings.] 
"  ."Mich  were  die  davs  of  good  Queen  Bess  !  ''" 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[Jlliispcriiig.]      Hark  !    that's  the  Orator. 
Sings,  too3  you  hear. 
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EMI  LY. 

If"  ihcsc  things  give  you  pleasure,  Sir  ■ 

SI  R   TAFFY. 

Hush,  child  !  Don't  be  disorderly.  You 
have  already  consented  to  become  a  Peeress, 
and  therein  have  made  me  the  happiest  of  fa- 
thers;   but  it  is  still  in  your  power— — - 

EMILY. 

T  am  sure,  then,  Sir,  it  is  my  inclination ■ 

SIR   TAFFY, 

Ods  noise  and  nonsense,  hear  me  out  !  Tis 
indecorous,  child  !  'tis  indecorous  !  I  say  it  is 
in  your  power  to  prevent  two  of  the  most  im- 
pending- evils.  The  EaiTs  brother  is  at  the 
point  of  death,  and  he  is  himself  threatened 
with  a  fit  of  the  gout  :  ■ — evils,  you  see.  which 
extend  from  head  to  foot,  from  top  to  toe,  and 
which  would  prorogue  the  business  sine  die. 
e:ii  ly. 

J  leavens  !   what  is  lie  going  to  say  ? 

SIR  TAFF  Y. 

Now,  then,   thou   delightful,  delectable,  dar- 
ling, dutiful,  dealing  piece  of  a  daughter  ! — — 
target. 
[Peeping  in .]     Bravo! 

SI  R  taffy. 
—  Of  a  daughter  !   Save,    O  save  your  little 
vessel,   and  my  great   one,  from   dashing  upon 
the  rocks  —  the  rocks  —  rocks  of — rocks  — 
v  f  2 
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TARGET. 

Scylla  and  Charybdis. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

On  my  knees,  my  filial  knees-   [flaps  douh\ 

TARGET. 

Paternal. 

SIR   TAFFY 

Right;  on  my  paternal  knees,  let  me  implore 
that  your  filial  ones  will  bend  to  my  com- 
mands, which  are 

EMILY. 

What,  Sir? 

SIR   TAFFY, 

[Leaps  up  hi  a  rage.']  Never  obeyed!  Ods 
fire  and  fury,  how  dare  you  put  me  out !  His 
Lordsliip  urges  me  to  use  all  the  powers  of"  a, 
father  of  a  family,  of  a  friend,  of  a  lover  of 
his  country,  of  a  Cato,  a  Plato,  a  Cincinnatus, 
Cinderellus,  Gustavus  Adolphus,  and  every 
other  Roman  General,  that  you  consent  to  let 
the  ceremony  be  performed,  by  Griffin  of  the 
Glen,  this  very  evening. 

EMILY. 

This  evening,  Sir ! 

SIR   TAFFY, 

Think,  rash  young  woman,  that  you  see  your 
allotted  Lord  swathed  in  flannels  —  think  that 
you  behold  his  brother  breathing  his  last-— 
think   that  you  sec  your  father  justled  out  oi" 
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iiis  scat,  and,  instead  of  taking  an  active  part 
in  the  great  business,  sitting  like  a — like  a 

TARGET. 

Dumb  duke,   or  a  mute. 

SIR   TAF  IV. 

Like  a  mute  in  a  comedy. 

TARGET. 

No,  no;  tragedy,  tragedy. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

in  a  traced  v. 

EMILY. 

My  dearest  father  !  [foils  at  his  foet\  let  me 

in  this  humble  posture 

SIR   TAFFY. 

No,  I  won't ;  I  won't  let  you  make  a  speech 
in  any  posture  at  all,  if  it  goes  to  hindering  me 
from  carrying  the  question. 

EMILY. 

Then  there  is  no  alternative —  lam  reduced 
to  the  painful  necessity  of  declaring,  that  — 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Ijuss  —  the  Ayes  have  it !  the  Noes  lose  it ! 
Your  bill  is  thrown  out ;  my  Lord,  I,  and  little 
Target,  are  all  in  the  majority :  the  House 
breaks  up.  Come  down  to  a  mouthful  of  din- 
ner just  as  you  are  ;  dress  yourself  for  the  bri- 
dals after,  for,  before  the  grand  supper  this 
very  night,  Emily  Ap-Tindor  shall  be  Countess 
of  Frcezeland  !,.<..  Fine  speaking  exhausts  a, 
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[throwing  himself  on  a  .sofa]  man;  and  one  may 
as  well  talk  to  a  post  as  a  woman. 

EMI  LY. 

He  lias  worked  himself,  I  see,  into  one  of  his 
frenzies,  and  resistance  would  be  vain.  To  con- 
fess our  situation,  at  such  a  moment,  might  be 
fatal ;  all  I  can  hope  to  gain  is  a  short  postpone- 
ment. [Going  up.  to  her  father. \  I  cannot 
hear  to  see  you  suffer,  Sir 

SIR    TA  IF  V. 

Yes.  you  can  ;  you  like  to  see  me  tear  myself 
to  pieces. 

EMILY. 

Surely,  Sir,  the  indulgence  of  a  few  hours  — 
consider  my  surprise  —  surely,  to-morrow  morn- 
inq; 

SIR    TA  M'Y. 

[Leaping  up,  and  embracing  her.')  Hey  ! 
how  !  dear  good  Emily  !  to-morrow  be  it.  then. 
Don't  get  out  of  my  arms  ;  for,  by  Snowden, 
Plinlimmon,  and  Mount  Vesuvius  !  I  love  you 
above  ail  tiling's  upon  the  earth,  hut  my  country. 
O,  Wades  1  O,  England  !  O,  my  country  !  Al- 
ready, I  behold  all  eyes  upon  me  —  not  a  cough, 
not  a  hem,  to  interrupt  me  —  no  scraping  upon 
the  floor— No,  no,  no. 

Enter  Target,  running. 
Not  even  the  encouraging  cry,  of  Hear  him  ! 
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Hear  him  !  only   the  assenting  nods  from  both 
sides  of  the  House. 

sir  taffy. 
Every  ear  devours  my  discourse,  and  the  next 
morning  (I  can  go  through,  now,  Target;  you 
may  go  ;  [aside  —  exit  Target  ]  read  with  ad- 
miration and  avidity  by  the  whole  town  !  In 
twenty-four  hours  after  this,  to  be  immortal  ! 
To  be  like  Seneca  and  Socrates,  and  Junius  Bru- 
tus, and  other  great  men,  who  are  alive  still, 
though  they  have  been  dead  these  thousand 
years  !  Think  of  that,  Emily.  Ods  grandeur 
and  glory  !     Think  of  that  ! 

[IFiping  his  face,  and  panting  for  breath, 

EMILY. 

What,  that  is  possible 

SIR   TAFFY. 

You  have  made  a  fine  speech  already,  my 
clear;  don't  go  to  spoil  it.  There  is  more  elo- 
quence in  a  daughter,  when  she  says  '  Father, 
i  will  do  as  you  would  have  me,'  than  in  all 
Cicero.  But  I  am  o-oing  into  too  much  length, 
myself.  Come,  my  darling,  let  me  lead  you 
im  to  make  preparations. 

[Sir  Taffy  gradually  leads  Emily  out ;   then 
meets  Target ;   returns. 

TARGET. 

Bravo  !  [clapping  his  hands]  Excellentissimo  \ 
Admiralissimo  !  Generalissimo  !  and  all  other 
issimos ! 
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SIR    TAFFY. 

Yes,  pretty  decent.  I  think.  I  see  you  have 
judgement. 

TARGET. 

O,  Sir,  if, we  had  but  time,  I  could  have 
mellowed  you  in  the  character  of  a  father,  so' 
that  you  would  not  have  had  half  the  trouble: 
for  instance,  I  could  have  supposed  this  chair 
to  he  your  daughter.  —  Now,  Sir,  this  being 
your  daughter,  stand  a  little  more  opposite  to 
her,  if  you  please,  Sir.  —  This  is  your  position, 
easy,  bold,  impressive. — But  we'll  dismiss  the 
lady  for  a  future  opportunity.  Daughter,  you 
may  withdraw  [Jlfoves  (he  chair  azcay. 

SIR  TAT  FY. 

Ods  fun  and  frolick,  you  are  a  man  of  all 
work,   little  Target. 

TARGET. 

O  yes,  I  have  acted  a  whole  play  with  no 
othei  living  creature  but  myself;  the  rest  of  the 
characters  all  dummies;  and  yet  you  would 
swear  the]-  all  spoke. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Ods  magic  !   how  could  that  be  ? 
tahoet. 

Tis  but  shifting  one's  ground,  Sir.  —  Observe 
• —  now  I  am  Royal  Richard,  [Kneeling.) 
'■'■  Take  up  the  sword  again,  or  take  up  me." 
And  now  I  am  the  gentle  Lady  Anne  — 
'■'Arise,  dissembler,  though  I  wish  thy  death. 
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i  will  not  be  thy  executioner."  Now  I  am 
the  messenger  to  Lord  Hastings — "  Mv  Lord, 
my  Lord,  one  from  Lord  Stanley."  And  now 
i  am  Lord  Hastings,  himself  — "  What  is't 
o'clock." — O,  Sir.  nothing  so  easy, 
sin  t a:  rv. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  pleasant  rogue  as  well  as  a  cle- 
ver one.  But  let  us  now  make  the  best  of  our 
way,  with  the  joyful  news  to  my  Lord.  Hurry 
down  our  running  meal;  [dinner  bell  rings] 
aye,  there's  the  last  summons;  and  after  we  have 
swallowed  our  morsel  and  our  bumper,  Hymen. 
and  Cupid  have  at  ye ! 

TARGET. 

Le  it  so.  [Going.]  But  we  must  always 
bow  to  the  chair  ;  [boxes  profoundly]  besides 
you  know,  at  present,  I  represent  Miss  Emily  , 
indeed,  it  is  a  double  of  your  daughter  and 
another  personage. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  daughter  Emily,  I  never  was 
more  satisfied  with  you  in  my  life! 

TARGET. 

Mr.  Speaker,  I  conceive  there  is  nothing 
more  to  be  said  upon  this  question,  since,  with- 
out a  division,  it  seems  to  go  off  with  the  hands 
and  hearts  of  the  whole  House.  Never  saw  a 
more  nem,  con.  thing  in  my  whole  life  !  [Exeunt. 

END   OF  THE  SECOND  ACT, 
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ACT  III. 

S  C  E  X  C     I. 

Another  Apartment  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  S i  r  Ta  f f y  and  Ta ug  ex. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

But  my  dear,  busy,  bustling,  clashing  friend, 
where  is  this  loitering  Lord,  all  this  timer    The 

moment  the  dinner  was  down  his  throat,  where. 
by  the  by,  every  morsel  seemed  to  stick,  for 
he  does  every  thing  coolly,  you  know,  off  lie 
stalked. 

TARGET. 

"With  solemn  steps  and  slow,"  like  a  fatigued 
hero  upon  the  stage,  alter  a  ranting  tragedy. 
But,  soft,  something  wicked  this  May  comes.-— 
I  am  a  witch;  it  is  my  Lord. 

SCENE  II, 

Enter  Lord  Freezelaxd,   deliberately. 

LORD    FREEZELAX  D. 

Excuse  the  fond  impatience  of  a  lover,  who 

flies  upon  the  wings  of 

[Sir  Taffy  receding  as  Lord  Freezeland 
(uLc(cc\\  then  running  and  taking  hi w 
up  in  his  arms. 
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STR   TAFFY. 

Sir  Taffy -ap-Tindor,  who  could  bear  you  in 
these  old  pinions  a  day's  journey  beyond  the 
moon,  if  he  thought  he  could  be  buck  again 
to-morrow  morning  time  enough  for  the  cere- 
mony. 

LORD  FREEZE  LA  XD. 

[Struggling.']  Very  likely;  but  this  is  a 
ceremony  I  don't,   altogether  approve  of. 

TARGET. 

A  fine  situation,  for  all  that.  A  youngish 
Peer  of  the  realm  carried  into  the  clouds  by  an 
old  Commoner!  fine  effect !  and  the  incident 
new.      [To  Sir  Tally]    Don't  let  him  down  yet. 

iEneas  thus,  the  old  Anchises  bore  — 

Xo,   no 


Anchises  thus,  the  young  iEneas  bore, 
LORD   FREEZELAXD. 

Release  me,  I  say. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

I  can't  my  Lord,   I  can't  my  Lord.     My  joy 

must  first  subside.  [Still  grasping  him. 

TARGET. 

[JVhispe,ring.~\  That's  right,  that's  right; 
say  you  are  light  as  feathered  Mercury !  that 
you  tread  in  air!  and  scarcely  touch  the 
ground ! 
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SIR  TAFFY. 

I  am  light,  my  Lord,  as  if  I  was  full  of  mer- 
cury!  I  am  flying  in  the  air  with  you!  and  I 

scarcely  know  whether  I  stand  upon  my  head 
or  my  heels ! 

LORD    F  H E E Z E L  A  X  D . 

[Extricating  himself.]  Prithee  soar  alone, 
old  gentleman.   Terra  jirma  for  me,  old  mother 

Earth.      And    I  —  insist  —  upon  being   restored 
to  my  native  element. 

SIR    TAT' FY. 

Excuse  my  transports,  my  Lord.  —  The 
thought  of  calling  the  Earl  of  Freezeland,  son- 
in-law  to-morroxc  morning ■ — 

LORD   FREEZELAND. 

To-morrow  morning ! 

TARGET. 

To-morrow!  oh  my  better  stars!  to-morrow 
chine  strongly  for  him. 

SI  R    TAFFY. 

Yes.  my  Lord,  to-morrow  my  daughter  lias 
consented  to  make  you  the  happiest  man  in  the 
world. 

L O  R D    F R E E ZEL A  X  D . 

I  am — all  ecstacy  —  certainly. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Aye,   only  look  at  him  in  his  ecstacies  again 

LORD    FREEZE  LA  XD. 

But  I  hope— the  young  lady  has  not  been  — 
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indecently  hurried  —  for,  though  you  see  my 
passion  almost  tears  me  to  pieces,  I  had  rather 
sacrifice  myself  to  all  contingencies,  than  com  • 
mit  any  violence  on  what  is  due  to  the  delicacy 
of  the  sex. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

The  delicacy  of  a  fiddlestick  I  Ods  frost  and 
snow,  my  Lord  !  I  tell  you  she  will  he  ready  to 
throw  herself  into  your  arms.  Nay,  here  she 
comes  herself.  Come  along  with  me,  Target, 
let  us  leave  them  to  themselves:  we  have  a. 
thousand  things  to  do — one  peep  at  her,  though 
—  Ods  lilies  and  roses,  how  charmingly  she- 
looks  ! 

TARGET. 

True,  '•  she  is  fair,  oh  how  divinely  fair!" 
But  we  must  be  gone:  this  way,  if  you  please, 
Sir  Taffy — she  enters,   O.  P.  he  exits,  P.  S. 

\  Exeunt  Sir  Taffy  and  Target. 

LORD   FRE^ZELAXD. 

r Adjusting  himself.']  The  unmerciful  gripe 
of  that  old  kite  has  quite  deranged  me.  I  ought 
to  undergo  a  thorough  repair,  before  I  behold 
the  lovely  Emily  —  but  here  she  is  —  how  un- 
lucky!  I   am  absolutely  in  ruins. 

\He  goes  to  a  glass,  putting  himself  in 
order;  then,  with  deliberate  formality. 
conies  down  the  stage  to  her. 
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SCENE  11* 

Enter  Emily. 

EMILY. 

Conway's  delay  affords  me  no  other  alterna- 
tive ;  and  if  there  is  a  spark  of  pride  left  in  Ids 
nature,  my  project  must  succeed.  That  vanity 
•which  is  at  tins  moment  employed  about  him- 
self may  supply  the  place  of  better  feelings;  — 
if  I  can  but  turn  that  self-love,  which  is  its 
source,  to  my  advantage — I  may  yet  be  safe, 

LORD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

Divine  Emily!  L  have  just  heard  the  raptu- 
rous tidings  which  justify  the  excessive  agita- 
tion in  winch  I  now  appear  before  you.  [ad- 
justing his  ruj}le.~\  Sir  Taffy  tells  me  —  you 
have  at  last  consented  to  fix  the  joyful  hour  — 
that  J  am  to  call  you  Countess  of  Ereczeland. 

EMILY. 

My  lord,  I  am  come  hither  to  throw  myself 
upon  your  friendship,  your  generosity,  your 
mercy. 

LORD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

My  sweet  girl!  how  often  must  I  assure  yon 
that  although  there  is  a  material  distinction  be- 
tween us  in  point  of  rank — in  affection  we  are 
equals :    and   it    is   with  a  satisfaction,    which 
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you  see  throws  me  into  raptures,  that  I  hear 
of  your  promise  to  be  mine. 

LMILV. 

Sueh  a  promise  has  been  extorted  from  me; 
but  it  is  now  necessary  that  I  should  inform 
you,   I  cannot  for  a  moment  think  of  fulfilling: 

ill 

LORD    FREEZE  LAND. 

This  is  the  most  inveterate  churl! Pray, 

Madam,  proceed! — This,  I  suppose,  is  the 
exordium  of  a  speech;  I  know  we  are  in  a  fa- 
mily of  orators. 

EMILY. 

My  Lord,   I  never  can  be  yours. 

LORD    FREEZE  LAND. 

It  is  well  for  us  both,  that  I  do  not  observe, 
within  my  reach,  any  instrument  of  violence ; 
for,  if  I  had  fifty  lives  —  I  am,  as  you  perceive, 
in  grief  and  rage  enough 

EMILY. 

To  spare  them  all,   I  hope,   my  Lord. 

LORD     FREEZELAXD. 

No,  Madam;  my  fate  is  only  prorogued  — 
I  will  die,  depend  upon  it,  the  first  convenient 
opportunity.  Mean  time,  I  will  coolly  ask  you, 
whether  you  know  the  consequence  of  sporting 
with  a  man  so  irritable,  so  violent,  as  your 
father  ? 
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EMILY. 

The  consequence,  my  Lord,  is  but  too  well 
known  to  me,  I  look  forward  to  it  with  fear, 
with  horror.  My  father's  smile  is  joy,  and  his 
frown  unspeakable  distress:  his  very  failings 
(if  such  he  has)  are  sacred  and  respectable ; 
but  even  to  avert  the  terrors  of  his  displeasure, 
I  never  can  be  your  wife. 

LORD    FREEZELANDi 

Pray,  Madam,  have  you  taken  any  lessons 
from  my  Target?  Possibly  you  may  be  one  of 
his  tleves  for  one  of  the  theatres. 

EMILY. 

Insolence  ! 

I.  O  R  D    F  R  E E  Z  E I.  A  X  D. 

Upon  my  word,  a  fine  stage  figure-— good 
deportment,  heroic  step,  liberal  air,  tragic 
sweep  —  line  indignation  in  the  eyes!  Suppose, 
child,  you  were  to  come  out  in  the  Scornful 
Lady? 

EMILY. 

My  Lord,  whatever  scorn  I  possess,  I  do  not 
intend  the  methods  you  have  taken  to  excite  it 
shall  drive  me  from  the  object  of  this  interview, 

I-  0  R  D    F  R  E  E  Z  E  LAND. 

Throw  out  your  voice,  child,  as  much  as 
possible.  Your  emphasis  is  good,  but  I  wish 
to  know  your  compass. 
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EMILY. 

As  1  perceive  no  worthy  motives  can  find  the 
way  to  your  Lordship's  heart,  I  must,  speak  to 
you  on  a  subject  more  likely  to  reach  it. 

LOUD    FREEZE  LAND. 

And  what  interest,  fair  tyrant,  can  occupy 
that  heart,  but  love,  respect,  and  awful  ho- 
mage ? 

EMILY. 

Consult  it  honestly,  my  Lord,  and  it  wrill 
assign  very  different  reasons  for  your  persecu- 
tion-—  nay,  it  has  already  often  assured  you, 
that  I  owe  the  distress  of  your  Lordship's  over- 
tures to  the  ruins  of  your  own  bankrupt  for- 
tune ;  and  it  has  told  you  too,  that  the  very 
bribe  you  offered  my  dear  deluded  father,  the 
promise  of  your  miserable  borough,  has  been  a 
promise  mortgaged  to  fifty  others,  who  have 
been  equally  taught,  and  who  are  equally  de- 
ceived. 

LORD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

Very  great  powers,  upon  my  word  !  But  you 
were  speaking  of  interest — there  is  no  business, 
you  know,  to  be  done  in  a  passion. 

EM  FLY. 

The  points  at  issue  between  us,  my  Lord,  are 
easily  adjusted;  and  I  am  happy  to  think  my 
powers  extend  far  enough  to  settle  them.  You 
want  money,  and  yon  know  that,  unless  (which 

VO  [.,    1  J  ,  (i    v 
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Heaven  forbid  !)  I  should  offend  my  dearest 
father  beyond  all  forgiveness— I  am  to  inherit 
all  his  property. 

LOUD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

I  have  heard  as  much,   adorable  creature. 

EMILY. 

Now,  as  there  are  invincible  reasons,  inde- 
pendent of  my  extraordinary  aversion  to  your 
Lordship's  person  and  manners, 

LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

Infinitely  obliged  to  you,   upon  my  soul  !  — 
not  that  I  believe  a  word  of  it. 

EMILY. 

Why  we  never  can  be  more  nearly  connected 
than  at  this  moment  ;  I  am  ready  to  enter  into 
a  little  plan  with  you,  and  with  all  the  secresy 
and  honour  that  is  professed  in  money  trans- 
actions, to  secure  to  your  Lordship  the  sum  oi 
ten  thousand  pounds,  of  lawful  money  of  Great 
Britain,  as  the  condition  of  our  release  from 
each  other,  whenever  I  shall  come,  (by  what- 
ever event.)  into  the  possession  of  my  fortune. 

LORD    FREEZE  LA  X  D. 

A  promissory  note  for  ten  thousand  pounds, 
to  buy  yourself  off,    hey? 

EMI  LY. 

i  ou  m'c  that  I  set  no  small  value  on  your 
Lordship's  rejection  of  me;  but,  perhaps,  you 
may  think  the  purchase  too  cheap. 
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LOUD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

Why,  to  talk  with  you  a  moment  in  youi 
own  way,  I  should  gain  nothing"  but  a  slip  of 
paper,  you  know,  in  ease  of  death  ;  not  that  I 
would  have  you  die,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the 
banks  in  Christendom — [cisidc]  —  till  we  are 
married. 

EMILY. 

But  I  have  heard,  my  Lord,  there  is  sueh  a 
thing  as  insuring  one's  life;  and,  to  aeeomplish 
so  desirable  an  end,  I  would  subscribe  to  any 
conditions 

LORD    F REEZE LA N  D. 

Very  nattering,   truly  ! 

EMILY. 

Candid,  at  least,  my  Lord  —  nay,  I  must  in- 
form you,  there  is  perhaps  more  generosity  in 
this  business  than  your  Lordship  is  aware  of: 
since  I  am  permitted  to  make  the  proposal  by 
a  person  to  whom  I  am  under  the  greatest 
obligations,  who  has  a  right  indeed  to  be  ac- 
counted with,  for  all  my  reversionary  interests, 
and  who  authorises  me  to  say,  he  considers  my 
disentanglement  from  your  Lordship  a  sufficient 
inducement  to  indorse  my  note,  or  even  join  me 
in  the  bond. 

LORD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

1  don't  understand  you,  my  divine  creature, 

G    o-  2 
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EMILY. 

Don't  be  alarmed,  my  Lord.     The  collateral 
security  that  I  offer  you  is  so  good,  that  you 
may  raise  money  on  it,   on  a  reasonable  pro 
mium. 

LORD    FREEZEI.AXD. 

Which,  doubtless,  you  would  tack  to  the  obli- 
gation. 

EMILY. 

Willingly;  but  then  your  breaking  off  must 
seem  to  be  your  own  affair  —  and  your  shewing 
the  least  disinclination  to  the  match  will  be  all- 
sufficient  to  Sir  Taffy,  whose  family  pride  has 
never  brooked  the  least  slight,  you  know. 

LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

Are  you  sure,  my  darling  betrothed,  that  it 
would  not  gratify  that  spirit  of  candour  and 
generosity  you  avow,  to  have  my  throat  cut  ; 
at  least,  to  have  me  tost  in  a  blanket  and  kicked 
out  of  the  Castle?  That  would  be  a  summary 
way  of  getting  rid  of  me,  to  be  sure  !  —  Ami 
this  is  your  proposal  ? 

EMILY, 

It  is. 

L  0  R  D    F  R  E  E  Z  E 1 A  X  D . 

Then  you  arc,    out  of  sight  —  the  most  im- 
pudent young  bocks'  I    ever  heard  of — and  I'll 
go  see  what  your  father  says   to  it.     [Going. 
Ann  pray,    Madam,   at  what  price  do  you  rate 
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my  disappointments,  sufferings,  torments,  ri- 
dicule of  friends,  and  shock  of  my  natural 
sensibility  ? 

EMILY. 

Docs  not  your  Lordship  think  they  are 
bought  up  pretty  dearly,  at  the  sum  of  ten 
thousand  pounds  ?  And  your  Lordship  should 
consider  also,  that  were  your  sensibility  to  be 
upon  the  rack  for  the  rest  of  your  life,  the  sum 
offered  is  clear  gain,  because  I  give  you  my 
honour,  which  I  have  never  yet  violated  in  any 
transaction,  there  is  an  existing  circumstance 
which  reduces  it  to  a  certainty,  that  if  you  do 
not  accept  these  terms,  you  will  get  nothing. 
And  as  to  the  information  you  threaten  to  give 
my  father,  I  have  shortly  to  observe,  you  may 
force  me  prematurely  into  a  declaration  that 
will  involve  your  ruin  in  my  own;  since,  for 
the  last  time,  I  repeat  to  you,  I  never  will  or 
can  be  yours.  [Going.]  Settle  your  arith- 
metic hereupon,  and  let  me  know  the  result. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 

LORD   FREEZELAND,    SOlliS. 

u  Never  will  or  can  !'; — "  A  person  who  has 
a  right  to  be  accounted  with  !" — "  An  existing 
circumstance!5' — Egad,    my  fair   stockjobber, 
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I'm  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  you  have  been 
speechifying'  all  this  time,  in  the  family  way, 
or  are  bona  fide  serious.  Perhaps  some  rival  — 
that  can't  he,  neither  —  not  easily,  I  think. 
The  object  of  her  aversion!  — Another  very 
likely  thing-,  to  be  sure  !  But  the  sex  love 
paradoxes;  and  so,  while  I  keep  my  temper, 
and  take  things  coolly,  I  will  go  and  hear  the 
old  wou'd-be  Senator  settle  the  whole  affair, 
in  one  of  his  violent  passions.  After  all  —  a 
love  affair  is  a  most  fatismino-  circumstance. 
Hcigho !  {Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

Lady  Try  love's  Dressing  Room. 
Enter  Lady  Try  love  r/w/  Mrs.  Train. 

LADY    TRY  r  OVE. 

And  so,  Mrs.  Train,  long  before  you  were 
made,  in  confidence,  a  party  in  the  disposal  of 
your  fair  mistress's  hand,  you  had  discovered 
the  secret  of  her  heart  ! 

TRAIN. 

Before  I  had  been  in  the  young  lady's  ser- 
vice four-arid-twenty  hours,   Madam. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

A  keen  observer! 
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TRAIN. 

No,  my  Lady,  it  is  in  me  a  matter  of  custom. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Custom  : 

TRAIN. 

I  have  been  in  the  habit  of  studying  charac- 
ters most  part  of  my  life. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

I  had  forgot  —  Emily  told  me  you  had  been 
upon  the  stage.  That,  I  suppose,  has  added 
to  your  natural  penetration  —  for  1  see  you  are 
a  girl  of  discernment, 

TRAIN. 

Every  moment  gives  fresh  proof  of  your 
Ladyship's  judgement.  [Courttsying.]  Yes, 
Ma'am  —  the  scene  has  given  me,  as  you  ob- 
serve, such  a  nack  of  making  vows,  and 
matches,  that  I  have  literally  got  by  heart  all 
that  belongs  to  the  belle  passion.  Indeed. 
there  is  not  a  better  woman  of  all-work  any 
where  than  Nancy  Nightpad. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Night-pad  !  why,  I  thought  your  name  was 
Mrs.  Train. 

TRAIN. 

That  is  one  of  my  professional  names,  my 
Lady ;  we  change  our  names  oftencr  than 
our  lodgings. 
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LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

And  how  long  do  you  mean  to  retain  your 
present  appellation  ? 

TRAIN. 

While  I  retain  my  breath.     Ah,  me  !    that 
name  your  Ladyship  little  suspects  was  given 
me  by  one  of  the  most  agreeable,  faithless,  well- 
shaped,  wicked  rogues,   that  ever  escaped  the 
halter  I  fear  he  has  at  length  fallen  heir  to  !    (I'll 
take  the  liberty  to  kneel,  if  you  please,  Ma'am.) 
O  thou  dear  villain  !  —  if  thou  art  yet  unhung, 
undrawn,  unquarter'd —  if  there  is  yet  left  but 
the  dangling   skeleton   of  thy  once   beauteous 
face,    or  e'en   the   bare   anatomy  of  thy   little 
fmger,   'twou'd  give  me  joy  to   see   it !    Your 
Ladyship  is  of  a  gentle  race,   and  will  excuse 
mv  sorrows. 

I  ADY   TRY  LOVE. 

O  pray  be  as  sorrowful  as  you  please  :  I  love 
a  girl  of  feeling.  But  what  offence  ?  the  old 
affair,  I  suppose — treachery. 

TRAIN. 

':  What  committed  !"  Heaven  and  earth,  and 
seas  and  skies,  and  winds  and  waves,  and 
hedges  and  ditches,  and  hills  and  holes :-—  I'll 
tell  your  Ladyship. 

A  shepherd  swain  he  was,  and  loved  his  sheep, 
And  they  lov'd  him  ;  they  eat  and  drank  together. 
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And  in  cold  seasons  made  their  fleece  his  bed; 
The  most  obliging  sheep  that  e'er  were  born. 
But,  ah  1   one  fatal  night,  as  dark  as  pitch, 
Five  lovely  lambkins  took  he  from  the  fold, 
From  their  first  sleep  wak'd  the  dear  innocents, 
And.  v,  reckless  of  the  blcatings  of  the  rest, 
He  drove  them  up  to  Smithfield  ;  there,  oh,  there, — 
Just  as  the  butcher  hud  unstrung  his  purse 
To  gild  the  palm  of  this  same  lovely  thief, 
Conscience  came  up,  and,  whisp'ring  in  his  ear, 
Boy,  thou'lt  be  hung  ! — he  spurn' d  the  proffer'd  gold, 
And  gently  drove  them  to  the  fold  again. 

LADY    TBYLOVE. 

Conscience  came  in   very  critically,  I  must 
confess,   Airs.  Train. 

TRAIN. 

But  not  in  time,  for  when  he  reaeh'd  the  fold, 
lie  saw  the  farmer  talking  with  his  sheep  : 
And  so  he  lost  his  place  and  character! 
But  yet,  so  much,  the  action  touch'd  my  soul, 
I,  who  had  loved,  now  doated  on  the  boy. 

The  rest  in  prose,  if  you  please,  Madam. 
Being  as  congenial  in  our  souls  as  in  our  talents, 
we  took  the  first  opportunity  of  being  honour- 
ably united  ;  and,  after  various  fortunes,  got  the 
circuit  of  the  best  barns;  when  the  ungrateful 
villain  fell  desperately  in  love  With  a  petty- 
fogging  actress,   put  the  hussy  into  my   best 
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parts,    and    left    me,    the   pity-moving    victim 

you  behold  ! 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Poor  Train  !  a  heartbreaking  tale,  indeed  ' 
So  you  quitted  the  stage,  and  entered  the  ser- 
vice of  my  cousin  Emily.  And  have  you 
heard  nothing  of  this  dear  traitor  since  : 

I  R  A  I  \ . 

No,  Madam.  Ah,  my  Lady!  man  is  an  ani- 
mal who  is  always  improved  by  a  very  little 
kindness  thrown  into  a  vast  deal  of  severity. 

I.  V.OV    TRY  LOVE. 

It  is  exactly  on  that  plan  I  am  myself  ma- 
naging the  heart  of  my  Fagg,  you  know  :  and. 
though  he  has  been  under  rev  discipline  several 
years,  in  the  course  of  which  I  have  put  his 
affection  to  hard  trials,  I  .still  persevere 
tra  i  x. 

That's  right.  Madam. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE, 

I  believe  his  heart  to  be  one  of  the  best  and 
tendcrest  in  the  world:  and,  notwithstanding 
tli!  playful  garb  under  which  I  mask  my  own, 
ii  i>  sometimes  readv  to  break  when  I  see  him 
unhappy  :  and  I  have  frequently  retired  from 
the  sight  of  the  misery  I  have  put  him  to.  a? 
■a (.'11  to  indulge  mv  own  regrets,  as  t<>  pieven.? 
iiis  seeing  tb'Tt]. 
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TRAIX. 

In  that,  I  have  the  misfortune  to  differ  from 
your  Ladyship  ;  for,  since  the  disloyalty  of 
that  dear  knave,  I  enjoy  the  pangs  I  make 
the  varlets  endure,  prodigiously. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

He  has  risen,  hitherto,  superior  to  all  the 
stratagems  I  have  adopted  in  the  way  of  trial. 
At  one  time  1  have  persuaded  him,  at  the  cost 
of  much  contrivance,  that  my  fortune  had 
become  a  wreck  ;  and  that  what  flatterers  had 
called  my  beauty,  had  been  destroyed. 

T  R  A  I  X  . 

Dramatic  in  the  extreme  ! 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

These  distresses  seemed  only  to  excite  his 
sorrow,  in  the  proportion  that  he  supposed 
them  to  affect  myself,  and  served  but  as  motives 
of  his  endearment. 

TRAIX. 

Heigho  !  that  last  trial  almost  induces  one  to 
mollify  a  little. 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

No;  one  thing  yet  remains,  as  a  last  trial  of 
his  fidelity  — -  a  rival. 

TRAIX. 

O,  delicious  !  your  Ladyship  quite  revives 
me.  And  whom  would  you  fix  upon  as  the 
supposed   happy  man  ;   Not  Lord    Freezeland, 
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for  it  would  take  up  too  much  time  to  unfreeze 
the  genial  current  of  his  soul. 

LADY  TRY  LOVE. 

No,  on  Conway  himself.  I  have  not  yet 
made  the  Colonel  acquainted  with  our  having 
settled  Emily  ibr  Hie  above  stairs,  while  he  was 
taking  his  bottle  with  Sir  Taffy  below;  and 
therefore  • —  but  we  are  interrupted. 
Eiiter  Emily. 

^\iy  sweet  Emy,  what  is  the  matter"  You  trem- 
ble, and  have  been  in  tears.       [lakes  her  hand. 

EMILY. 

Impossible  to  rouse  the  vanity,  or  compro- 
mise with  the  avarice  of  that  odious  Lord,  he 
has  been  making  his  complaints  to  my  father, 
who,  with  a  vehemence  exceeding  his  usual 
excesses,  insists  on  my  being  married  to- 
morrow morning;  and.  without  waiting  for  a 
reply,  has  just  left  me  for  the  night,  with  the 
most  dreadful  menaces  of  disinheritance  and 
desertion. 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

And  Conway  not  returned  !  "What  can  be 
done?    Train,  have  you  no  expedient-3 

Til  A  IX. 

Nothing  remains,  in  my  opinion,  but  a  pre- 
cipitate retreat,  of  which,  if  my  beloved  mis- 
tress and  her  honourable  visitor  will  enter  into 
the  true  spirit.   I  will  ensure  the  success.     The 
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present  night  will  be  favourable,  moonlight  ; 
your  father  always  sleeps  sound,  you  know. 
Madam,  after  he  has  been  in  a  passion  ;  the 
apartment  of  Lord  Freezeland  is  remote,  and, 
were  Ins  chamber  on  fire,  he  is  a  cool  man,  and 
would  not  be  hurried  ;  the  servants  will  all  be 
trone  to  bed  :  I  move,  therefore,  for  an  imme- 
diate  elopement. 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

I  cannot  intirely  agree  with  the  argument  of 
our  eloquent  domestic,  because,  though  flight 
was  determined  on,  ic  will  first  be  necessary 
to  find  a  place  of  refuge. 

EMILY. 

And  Conway's  delay  proves  this  to  be  no  easy 
matter:  —  No  ;   I  am  doonfd  to  be  miseraable  ! 

TRAIN. 

Though  I  grieve  so  sweet  a  young  lady 
should  suffer,  a  little  distress  certainly  gives 
colour  to  the  situation ;  but,  to  remove  this 
impediment,  know  lady,  I  am  acquainted  with 
the  best  hiding-place  in  the  world,  a  more  than 
anchorite  recess- — -where — ■■ knocking  at  the. 
tloor. ]      "  Open  locks,  whoever  knocks." 

LA  O  V   TRYLOVE. 

No,  stop,  stop,  Train  !  Tis  my  Colonel,  who 
ought  to  be  broke,  for  disobeying  the  orders  of 
his  superior  officer.  I  vow,  lie  shall  not  come 
in  !  [Runs  to  the  door, 
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EMILY. 

Perhaps  it  may  be —  [Conway,  xvithin : 
Emily  !   Emily  !j    Yes.  'tis  Conway  ! 

[Opens  the  door,   and  embraces  him. 
Enter  Conway. 
My  dear  Resource  !   Consoler  !   Protector! 

CO  N'WA  Y. 

My  life  !   My  love  !    My  eh  arm  in  g  Emily  ! 

T  R  A  I  N . 

Rehearse  the  huinnns:  scene  at  mure  leisure; 
the  present  moment 

"  Brooks  not  the  puny  softnesses  of  love  :  "  — 
"  For  there  arc  spirits  this  hour  at  work  !  " 
LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

"Tis  true  :  Sir  Taffy,  Lord  Freezeland.  and 
all  the  conspirators,  are  determined  to  give 
your  wife  another  husband,  to-morrow  morn- 
ing. 

CONWAY. 

Thank  heaven,  then,  a  -'ancillary  is  found, 
arid  even  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Castle. 

TRA  I  X. 

The  very  place-  I  was  going  to  mention,  my 
life  on 't  !  Near  to  a  fisherman'.^  cottage,  is  it 
liol  : 

CO  N'WA  V. 

Yes:   an  I  built  for  the   reception 

I  i;  VI  N. 
No!  of   iMi.   but  of  s;;;u<i'U"icd  f''Oods. 
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CONWAY. 

And  so  surrounded  by  thickets,  trees,  and 
other  impediments  ■ — -— 

TRAIN. 

That,  except  a  narrow  path,  known  only  to 
the  proprietors,  one  might  as  well  attempt  to 
mid  Rosamond's  bower  without  the  clue  ;   and 

it  belongs 

cox  WAV. 

To  Gaffer  Night-pad. 

TRA1X. 

My  own  father  !  fisherman  by  clay,  smug- 
gler by  night.  O,  Sir,  we  arc,1  quite  at  home, 
you  see,  here.  In  this  very  recess,  I  concealed 
my  first  love,  the  hero  of  a  neighbouring  barn. 

CONWAY. 

To  this  place,  then,  my  sweet  Emily,  let  me 
Instantly  conduct  you. 

TRAIN. 

No.  no,  we've  settled  the  opening  of  the 
piece  otherwise.  I  will  go  with  a  lullaby  mes- 
sage of  obedience  to  Sir  Taffy  ;  you,  fair  bride, 
will  repair  to  your  own  chamber;  you,  happy 
bridegroom,  will  just  make  your  appearance, 
and  then  wait  in  voin  own  apartment;  and  this 
beautiful  widow  wiil  condescend  to  follow  the 
in -mictions  1  shall  give  her. 

LADY    TRY  I.OV£. 

lie  it  so. 
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TRAIN. 

Then,  when  every  eve  is  closed, 

And  Love  alone  is  waking, 
l  ou'il  attend  my  summons. 

Just  three  soft  strokes  upon  the  chamber- door, 
when  we  shall  begin  the  delectable  comedy  of. 
The  Young*  Married  Alan  running  away  with 
his  own  Wife  ! 

c  ON  WAV. 

Very  unfashionable,  upon  my  word  ! 

THAI  X. 

I    must    confess,   the   incident   is    somewhat 

new. 

cox  WAY. 

Tis,    surely,   not   unnatural,    in  a   case   like 

ours.     "Were  all  wives  like  my  Emily 

EMILY. 

And  all  husbands  like  my  Conway 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

There  would  be,  in  difficult  cases,  no  other 
sort  of  elopements.  That.  I  suppose,  is  the 
proper  finale  of  this  matrimonial  compliment  : 
so  let  us  separate  [going.']  I  forgot  to  make 
an  offer  of  my  soldier's  services  :  if  my  1'agg 
can  be  of  the  least  use  in  our  plot,  either  as 
gar'i''  de  carps  on  our  route,  or  sentinel  of 
horse,  i  insist  on  your  prof  ting  by  my  com- 
mand over  him.  lie  can't  be  put  upon  services 
of  danger  and  difficulty  too  often,  can  he, 
Train  " 
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TRAIN. 

No,  indeed,  my  Lady.  I  never  knew  any 
body,  of  the 

LADY    TRYLOVE. 

Odious  sex [smiling] 

TRAIN. 

But    this    constant    couple,    who   were   not 

spoiled  by  indulgence. 

LADY   TRYLOVE. 

The  romance  of  the  Elopement  will  keep 
them  in  good  humour,  for  some  time  at  any 
rate.  Lockings  in,  breakings  out,  forbidden 
correspondencies,  runnings  away,  and  all  other 
agreeable  agitations,  are  favourble  to  the  belle 
passion.     So,  exeunt  conspirators  ! 

TRAIN. 

Jaffier  and  Belvidera,  arm  in  arm,  O.  P. 
your  Ladyship  and  myself,  friend  and  confi- 
dante, to  avoid  suspicion,  P.  S. !  [Exeunt* 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT, 


VOL.   II,  H  h 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE    I. 

The  Grand  Hall  of  the  Castle.  Several  of  Sir 
Taffy's  Servants,  and  some  of  Lord  Freeze- 
land'Sj  cross  the  Stage;  the  former  in  great 
Haste,  the  latter  with  an  Air  of  Indolent 
Greatness ;  the  former,  in  their  full  Dress 
Country  Liveries  of  broad  Worsted  Lace, 
small  Shoe  Buckles,  8$c.  §c.  the  latter  in 
their  Liveries,  Bags,  Nosegays,  8$c.  §c.  l\t. 

OWENS. 

Come,  fellow  serving  men.  pustle,  pustle  :  tc 
sheremonies  will  pegin  before  we  have  put  tc 
places  in  order.  Cot  shave  us  !  where  is  te  ar- 
pers,  te  orncrs?  Come,  pustle,  I  say,  my  prave 
poys.  I  Flourish,  within,  of  the  harp.}  Aye, 
aye,  that's  coot,  will  wake  te  lie-a-peds.  Now 
opp  off,  my  lame  and  my  plind —  off,  off,  I  say. 
[F.veuut  Owens  and  the  IVelsh  servants; 
Lord  Freezelaml's  servants  remain. 

FIRST    FOOT  MAX. 

Ton  my  soul,   I  am  not  awake  yet. 

SEC  ON  D  FOOT  31  AX. 

I  —  I—  [gaping]  I  walk   'stretching]  in  my 
sleep. 
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THIRD   FOOTMAN. 

One  bad  need  have  the  strength  of  Sir  Taffy, 
or  one  of  his  blue  mountains,  to  support  these 
unseasonable  hours. 

VALET. 

Ma  foi,  my  faid,  quel  (liable  bruit!  vat  de- 
vil's noises  ave  les  enfans  de  Galle,  vid  te  Velse 
shilkens. 

[Various  sounds  of  bells,  instruments,  ser- 
vants,  <S$c.  without. 

SECOND   FOOT  MAX. 

To  rouse  my  Lord,  too,  at  such  a  time  of 
day  !  just  in  his  first  sleep! 

THIRD   FOOTMAX. 

And  force  us  to  make  him  up  for  a  bride- 
groom, when  we  are  scarce  fit  to  be  seen,  our- 
selves! D — d  hard,  my  friends:  1  have  not 
been  able  to  throw  a  drop  of  lavender  into  my 
handkerchief,   yet ! 

SECOND   FOOTMAN. 

We  must  go,  however.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  If. 
Enter  Conway. 

CONWAY. 

My  dearest  treasure  is,  at  last,  safely  depo- 
sited for  the  moment,  and  I  have  got  back  just 
in  time.     The  house,  however,  is   up,  I  find. 
h  h  2 


4  6' 3 


r:  m:  a  \  n   fecst. 


When  poor  Sir  Tally  is  executing  any  of  his  pro- 
jects, an  unquiet  ghost  is  a  peaceable  thing  to 
hiiv,.  [Sir  Taffy  without.^  I  hear  his  troubled 
spirit  calling  already,  and  I  would  not  have  him 
appear  before  I  have  thrown  a  little  powder 
into  my  locks,  and  taken  off  my  boots.  As  I 
live,  he  is  stalking  this  way,  and  too  close  to 
make  my  escape  :  —  no  matter,  he  knows  1  have 
been  out,  and  I  can  even  make  a  merit  of  my 
quick  return, 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Sir  Taffy. 


SIR   TAFFY. 

O  my  dear  boy,  how  kind  this  is  of  you  • 
;  cling  hard  all  night,  I  see,  raid  }ci\  your 
•  officer  on  purpose  to  be  present  at  this 
great,  magnificent,  and  magnanimous 
=  > !  Pity  you  could  not  bring  your  friend 
r  band,  just  to  drink  a  health  to  the 
:'0iiplc. 

cox  WAY. 
Sir,    my    friend    is    gone    quite 


ssibli 
v\  av 


SI  |{    TAFFY. 

'o  in  i  regiment. 

CONWAY. 

.'uit  is  worse,    I  must  immediately  fol 


FiRE    AXD    FROST. 


469 


l&w  him.     The  lime  is  very  critical  you  know, 
Sir,   and  if ■ 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Xot  till  you  have  seen  your  old  friend  Emily 
made  happy,  dear  boy.  We'll  not  lose  a  mo- 
ment.    You  took  care  of  the  family  box  ? 

COX  WAY, 

I  did,   Sir. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

Ods  grandeur  and  glory  !  you'll  see  she'll  rush 
upon  us  presently  in  such  a  blaze!  Xo,  now, 
as  you  love  me,  stop  to  see  her.  I  know  you 
wish  her  happy. 

C  O  X  \Y  A  Y . 

That  1  do,  from  the  bottom  of  my-soul. 

SI  II    TAFFY.. 

She  ever  considers  you  as  one  of  the  family, 

cox  WAY. 
I  am  thoroughly  convinced  of  that,   Sir. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Do,  then,  my  darling  little  Con.  put  on  your 
dancing  pumps,  throw  on  another  coat,  and 
then  tap  at  Arethusa's,  and  Emily's,  and  Fa,;;-'s 
doors,  to  hasten  them,  while  I  gallop  up  to  m) 
Lord's  apartment,  arid,  if  possible,  put  him 
out  of  his  minuet  step.  [Forcing  Conway  to- 
xcards  the  door,  and  going  —  returns.  i  But 
harkee,  Con.  must  not  be  ungrateful,  neither  — 
3011  have  a  great,  a  very   srreat  soul,    [Taking 
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out  and  opening  his  pocket  book]  and  a  small,  a 
very  small  fortune,  you  know.  I  have  set  my 
heart  on  your  accepting  this— take  this  instead 
of  the  codicil  — bad  waiting,  boy,  for  dead 
men's  shoes;  besides,  I  am  made  so  happy  by 
the  marriage  of  my  daughter,  that,  for  the 
good  of  the  country,  u-.aI  my  own,  I  don't 
mean  to  die  these  hundred  years.     There. 

CONWAY. 

Excuse  me,  Sir,  your  generosity  almost 
forces  me  into  a  declaration  —  makes  me  hope  — 
makes  me  fear [Going  to  kneel. 

SIR   TAT' FY. 

How  the  plague,  make  you  hope  and  fear  at 
the  same  time!  Come,  come,  Conway,  get 
"up;  you  want  to  make  a  speech  now,  1  see  you 
are  full  of  something  at  this  moment. 

CONWAY. 

I  am,  indeed,  Sir: — astonished,  petrified  as 
I  am.  —  I  should  hold  it  unpardonable  any 
longer,   let  the  consequence   be  what  it  may — . 

tO  —  tO  —  tO' 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Refuse  bank-bills  for  one  thousand  pounds ! 
There,  take  it,  my  good  boy.  Ods,  there's  as 
much  trouble  to  make  you  take  money  as  there 
would  be  to  make  any  other  man  refuse  it. 
There,  I  won't  hear  another  word;  and  if  you 
don't  put  it  this  moment  into  your  pocket,   I 
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shall  conclude  yon  wish  to  see  me  a  wretched 
father,  and  my  darling  Emily  a  miserable  wife. 

[Exit  Sir  Taffy. 

SCENE  IV. 

COX  WAY. 

A  miserable  wife!  Alas!  is  she  not  such? 
and,  at  this  moment,  forced  from  her  father's 
lofty  castle,  taking  refuge  among  lowly  stran- 
gers. But,  how  to  discover,  or  how  longer  to 
conceal  our  situation  ;  while  this  hurrying  Sir 
Taffy  allows  me  not  a  single  moment  for  ei- 
ther? Some  of  the  company  are  coming  up 
now.  I  fear,  after  all,  I  must  leave  them  to  the 
force  of  their  own  absurdity;  and,  since  Emily 
is  sheltered  from  the  storm,  let  matters  take 
their  course.  [Exit, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Lady  Trylove  and  Coloxel  Fagg, 
both  jail  dressed. 

lady  trylove. 
Just  as  I  could  wish,   nobody  yet  assembled; 
it   gives  me  time  for  the  adjustment  of  a  little 
serious  business  with  you,  my  dear  Colonel. 
coloxel. 
It  does,  widow;  and  as  you  have  confided  to 
me  Miss  Emily's   resolution,    not  to   give  her 
hand  to   Lord  Freezeland,  and  that  we  are  to 
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have  a  nuptual  procession,   but  no  wedding;  I 
have;  been  thinking 


LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

And  so  have  I  —  that 

COLONEL. 

As    there  are,    you    see,    great  preparations 
made,  a  very  good  dinner  ordered,   and 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

The  clergyman  summoned 

COLON  EL. 

And  every  body  expecting 

LADY    TRYLOYE. 

A  wedding  • 

COLONEL. 

I  have  —  I  say  —  been  —  thinking  —  that  it- 
would  really  be  —  a  pity 

LA  DY    TRY  LOVE. 

To  suffer  so  many  good  things  to  be  thrown 
away.  —  So  have  I,  Colonel;  and  have  fhe 
pleasure  to  inform  you,  there  is  little  doubt  of 
that  being  the  case,  as  two  very  pai  ticular  friends 
of  yours,  and  mine,  are  disposed  to  profit  of 
them. 

COLONEL 

And  may  I  not  hr-pc  that  one  of  those  friends 
is  my  adorable  Arethusa? 

LADY   TRYLOVE, 

You  are  right. 
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COLONEL. 

And  the  other,  at  length,  her  happy   Colo- 
nel? 

LADY   TRYLOVE. 

You   are   wrong.  —  In  a   word,    my  worthy 
friend,   not    to    keep   you  in  suspense,    not  to 
wear  a  masque  any  longer  —  at  a  moment  like 
this  —  I  am 

COLONEL. 

\_slffvcting  seriousness.]     You  terrify  me! 

LADY    TRY  J  OVE. 

Constrained  to  own,  that  a  marriage  has 
already  very  recently  taken  place  in  this  family. 
I  have  evaded  the  disclosure  to  the  last  instant, 
because,  perhaps,  it  might  give  your  worthy 
heart  pun:  in  short,  you  see  before  yon 
one  of  the  parties  that  was  not  only  present  at 
the  ceremony,  but  is  most  truly  —  tenderly, 
pray  pardon  me  —  interested  in  the  event.  But* 
as  that  union  was  clandestine,  the  approaching 
one  will  give  it  public  sanction. 

COLON  EL. 

\JVith  great  emotion,  after  a  conflict  zclth  him- 
If]  Since  —  since  —  the  motive  was  to  —  post- 
pone at  least  my  distress  —  and  the  matter  —  you 
say,  necessary  to  your  —  your  happiness, 
winch,  to  heaven  I  avow,  is  dearer  to  me  than 
my  own  —  I  will  tell  my  agonized  heart,  you 
are  rendered  happier  than  ic  would  have  been 
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in  my  power  to  make  .  :  and  that  the  love, 
which  I  feel  I  cannot  conquer,  may  not  be 
troublesome,  I  will  withdraw  to  some  unob- 
served corner  of  the  world,  and  hide  it  from  you. 

[Going. 

LADY   TRYLOVE. 

And  for  the  worth  of  that  world  I  would  not 
suffer  your  departure.  No,  dear,  excellent 
friend  !  O,  forgive  me  '  forgive  this  trial  of  your 
invaluable  heart,  which  has,  perhaps,  been, 
dealt  with  too  hardly.  Let  me  haste  to  repair, 
if  it  be  not  too  late,  this  cruel  practising  on 
your  affection.  The  secret  marriage  I  alluded 
to,  wras  between  Conway  and  Emily,  whose 
story  I  will  tell  you  when  I  can;  and  the 
pompous  preparation  will  turn  out  a  shewy 
vapour. — This  heart  is  faithful,  and  this  hand 
is  free.  No,  I  tell  not  the  truth,  ■ — they  both 
are  only  yours;  and  thus  I  give  the  one  as  a 
solemn  pledge  of  the  other.  [Gives  him  her 
hand,  and  presses  his  to  her  bosom.']  Only  be- 
stow upon  me,  in  return,   your  forgiveness. 

COLONEL. 

Tis  strange  that  I  feel  less  able  to  support 
this  sudden  reverse  of  joy,  than  the  sorrow  to 
which  it  has  succeeded  — yet,  armed  as  you  are 
with  the  power  of  both — — 


r.ADY   TRYLOVE. 

[Resuming  iter  playful  air.]    You  would  not 
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have  loved  me  quite  so  well  had  I  not  thus,  like 
father  Jove,  dispersed  my  sunshine  and  my 
storms:  but  1  promise  that  as  soon  as  we  have 
brought  poor  dear  Emily  and  her  beloved  Con- 
way out.  of  the  tempest,  ic  shall  be  fair  weather 
with  you  and  I  tor  the  rest  of  our  lives.  —  But 
they  are  all  coming —  let  us 

COLONEL. 

Agreed,  my  dear,  dear  widow:  but  what 
mixture  of  noise  is  tins? 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

O,  all  the  characters  of  the  piece  are  ready: 
more  Mysteries  of  the  Castle,  you  see,  are  going 
to  be  represented;  but,  as  you  and  I  are  not 
principal  characters,  we  may  take  a  turn  into 
the  garden,  where  I  will  let  you  a  little  into 
the  plot,    before  our  scene  comes  on. 

COLONEL. 

You  are  my  fate,  you  know,  widow,  and  I  am 
wholly  at  your  disposal. 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

Heigho!  my  destiny  is  pretty  near  settled,  I 
fear,  and  my  reign  nearly  over;  but  as  it  docs 
not  fall  to  the  share  of  more  than  one  in  a  mil- 
lion of  us,  to  be  queen  for  life,  I  must  e'en 
make  the  best  of  a 


COLONEL, 

Good  bargain,  widow,  ha,  ha,  ha! 


Eseunt. 


47 '6 


A  N 


FROST. 


S  TNT-   VI. 


0 


lancer  i aiig in  (iicud  iCtiiti/  dressed. 

TARG  EX. 

Well  said,  homers,  harpers  fiddlers,  and 
fluters,  hautboys  and  blow-hoys:  discord  now, 
and  harmony  by  and  by! 

SI  il   TA  FFY. 

Bravo,   bravo!  my  antients,   scrape  into  tune 


ls  soon  as  you  can 


{Enter  all  Sir  TafiVs  Ser- 
vants, each  bringing  refreshments.'}  That's 
right,  lads,  load  the  tables.  Do  you,  little 
Target,  take  a  smack  in  our  Wcb.ii  way,  while 
I  get  the  folks  together.  j  Exit  xrith  servants. 
ta  cgct  (alone.  . 
Egad,  no  bad  hint.  I'll  e'en  amuse  my  sell' 
with  some  of  these  good  things,  before  worse 
come  and  disturb  me.     What  have  we  here - 


impe 


rial   To 


cieav 


ve 


1  loves    Cokcv"  — 


r  pours  out  a  large  glass,  and  tastes.1*.  Ah.  bit- 
tens --good!  one  of  these  tiny  sweet-cakes, 
sopped  in  this  manner  in  another  large  tumbler 
of  bitters,  is  the  properest  tiling  in  the  world  to 
drink  at  a  wedding:  it  is  a  marriage  potion. 
[Sops  and  eats.]  Delicious  mixture !  the  k;-' 
fraught    better   than   the  second,   though   th*. 
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bitters  arc  predominant.  Pho!  [makes  wry 
faces]  I  believe  1  mast  wash  it  down  with 
another  glass  of  Cokey,  after  all. 

[Fills  another  tumbler,  and,  as  he  is  put- 
ting it  to  his  mouth  —  enter  Train,  fan- 
tastically dressed,  with  a  basket  of  flowers 
in  tier  hand. 

TRAIX. 

[Not  seeing  Target.]     If  I  might  trust  the 
flattery  of  sleep  —  Hah  ! 

[Seeing  him,  drops  the  basket. 

TARGET. 

1 1  ah  ! 
[Rising,  drops  the  glass.... They  throw  them- 
selves  into  attitudes. 
I've  heard,   that  things  inanimate  have  moved  ; 
monkeys  have  spoke ■ 

TEA  IX. 

— -  And  gentle  oysters  loved 

TARGET. 

More  strange  to  tell,   I've  heard,  that  love 
has  made 

TRAIX. 

■ —  Monkeys  of  men 

TARGET. 

-And  oysters  of  a  maid.     But  never  did  I 
think,  O,  Train  — — 

TRAIX. 

—  Such  rogues  as  vou  and  I  — 


478  FIRE    AND    FROST. 

TARGET. 

■ —  Shoul  1  ever  n  cet  again  !  Come  to  my 
faithless  arms,  dear  fase  one,  come! 

TRAIN. 

- —  And  let  me  beat  you  like  a  kettlt-drum  ! 
[They  run  and  hug,    alternately  lifting  one 
another  from  the  ground. 

TARGET. 

We've  had  a  very  fine  dramatic  extempore. 
a  most  capital  meeting  scene,  with  a  good  thing 
at  the  end  of  it.  Train.  And  so  now.  let  me 
ask  thee,  tenderly  —  Art  thou,  indeed,  un- 
changed, my  love?  I  do  not  ask  the  story  of 
my  wrongs. 

TRAIN. 

No,  don't, 

TARGET. 

Even  here  :  I  am  Lord  Freez eland's  Gentle- 
man.    And  where  is  thy  abode  ? 

TRAIN. 

Even  here :  I  am  Miss  Tindor's  Gentlewo- 
man. O,  Target  !  "  I  could  a  tale  unfold  ! " 
But  "  dare  I  trust  thee?  " 

TA  RGET. 

;:  No;  I  have  been  false  already  !  " 

thai v. 
"  Do.st  thou  love  me  ? "' 

TARGET. 

"Rip  up  my  bosom,  and  satisfy  thy  doubting," 
"Shall  I  swear?"' 
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TRAIN, 

Yes,  do. 

TARGET. 

I  will.  Boil  me  in  a  pot  !  Roast  me  upon  a 
spit !  The  south  fog  rot  me,  and  the  east  wind 
blight Stop  a  moment  :  May  age  and  ug- 
liness — ■ — 

TRAIN". 

Stop,  VAy  dear  fellow  ;  that  will  do  vastly 
well.  Know,  then,  that  all  this  matrimonial 
fuss [Bell  "rings, 

TARGET. 

Zounds  !  there's  the  cramming  bell. 

TRAIN. 

No  matter;  —nothing  like  an  interruption, 
you  know,  for  effect. 

TARGET, 

True ;  an  incident  that  pops  in,  and  knocks 
one  secret  down  the  throat  of  another  —  de- 
lightfully vexatious. 

TRAIN. 

But  let  us  finish  in  character;  always  begin 
and  end  a  meeting  betwixt  a  couple  of  true 

TARGET. 

Or  false  — 

TRAIN. 

Loveyers  .'  — with  an  embrace —  l\o\v.  then, 
my  dear  fellow,  full  speed  ! 


4  SO 


riKE    AXD    FROST. 


T  A  11  GILT. 

There  we  are;  double  locked,  like  a,  couple 
of  love-sick  lobsters, 


SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Sir  Taffy. 

Heyte-teyte  !  what,  another  match  going 
forwards,    and    hugging  before  the  ceremony  ? 

TARGET. 

Don't  interrupt  us,  Sir;  remember  your  ten- 
der scene  with  my  Lord  :  we  are  old  lovers, 
yju  must  know. 

TRAIN". 

Yes,    Sir;    old  lovers  met  by  a  surprise, 

TARGET. 

That  ought  to  have  killed  us,  but  which  we 
have  got  over,  with  infinite  difficulty;  you  put 
u.     at,   though,    Sir.- — "Tot  again.*' 

TRA  I  N". 

And  must  we  pa  it  again  so  soon? 

TARGET. 

Heigho  \    heigho  ! 

TRA IX. 

Aye,   (    ! 

[In    i     o>o(/gi)}g,    they  observe  the  tragic 
grcuu.  .:.,■■■. 

-  '  K    TA FFV. 

Ods  flames  ,    •,.  i  a.ts  !  if  vou  could   but  in- 
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spire  my  Lord  with  a  little  of  your  fury!     But 
hark,    here  he  comes  at  last.     Strike  up  again 
minstrels. 

TARGET. 

Yes,  bring  him  in  to  soft  music. 

TRAIN, 

Jarring  enough  by  and  by,  I  fancy. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

This  way,  my  Lord,    this  way,  this  way. 


SCENE  VIII, 

Enter  Lord  £reezeland,  magnificently,  but 
quaintly,  dressed,  ushered  in  by  some  Servants, 
and  followed  by  others.  One  of  them  carry  - 
his  Muff,  another  settling  his  Dress,  §c. 
Then  enter  all  Sir  Taffy"s  Servants,  put 
in  Order  by  Owens.  Train  and  Target 
dispose  themselves  into  different  Attitudes,  for 
Effect;  while  Sir  Taffy  is  busily  employed 
in  arranging  the  whole  Party.  Then  enter 
Lady  Try  love,  Colonel  Fagg,  and 
Con  w a  y,  dressed. 

target. 
Now,  my  fine  little  noisy  fellows,  [to  the  or- 
chestra] usher  their  greatnesses,  their  unuttcr- 

VOL.    IT,  I   J 


4*2  rrRF,  and  frost, 

ablenesses,  with  something  that  used  to  set  the 
heads  of  originals  to  these  copies,  the  gruin, 
gruff  progenitors  of  the  Castle-,  upon  their 
heels,  some  [pointing  to  the  family  pictures] 
thousand  years  ago.  Come,  away  with  it! 
Flourish  trumpets  and  drums.  Come,  a  crash 
of  the  whole  band.  [Band  strikes  up. 

TKA  I  V. 

Charming!  charming!  see  they  come,  two 
by  two,  as  if  they  were  marching  into  the 
ark. 

TARGET. 

[Running  up  to  Lord  Freezeland.l  Ah!  mv 
good  Lord,  I  have  made  such  a  discovery. 
See.  I  have  picked  up  the  beautiful  Train  \  ou 
have  heard  me  so  often  lament  the  loss  of. 

TRAIN. 

•[Running  up  to  Lady  Try  love.]  O  my  good 
lady,  1  am  again  able  to  wield  my  Target  f 
"What  a  morning  is  this  ! 

LORD     FREEZELA  \D. 

[Shivering.  ]  A  cold  morning,  though,  for 
all  that.     Give  me  my  mutf. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Fire-works  and  crackers  !  he  throws  me  into 
«'i  fever  to  see  him.  A  muff  as  big  as  a  bear' 
I  can  see  nothing  but  the  tip  of  his  right  ho- 
nourable nose. 
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LADY     TRY  LOVE. 

And,  instead  of  bridal  vestments,  he's  fur- 
red like  a  beast  of  the  forest.      He,    he,-  - 

COLONEL     FA  GO. 

Yes,    and  those  spangles  that  shine  upon  ths 

surface,    look  like  a  rime  frost,    settled  in   the 
night  upon  a  boar's  bristles. 

LADY     TRY/ LOVE. 

Sparkling  in  the  sun,  before  the  animal  has 
given  himself  the  first  shake.  But  I'll  soon 
thaw  you;  I'll  shew  you  a  pair  of  bright  eyes, 
shall  mount  your  thermometer  from  the  freez- 
ing point  to  extreme  heat.  Go.  Train,  tell 
your  young  lady  she  may  now  make  her  appear- 
ance. 

TRAIX. 

Would  I  had  the  wings  to  do  your  bidding 
nimbler;   but  I  can't  go  without  Target. 

TARGET. 

And  I  must  take  my  Train  under  my  arm. 

[Eixunt  Train  and  Target, 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

I  am  decidedly  of  opinion,  the  young  lady 
should  not  be  hurried.  An  hour  or  two,  more 
or  less,   can  make  no  manner  of  difference. 

COX  WAV. 

[Aside.]   Insensible  wretch  !     No,  my  Lord  ' 

\To  Lord  Freezeland. 
i  i  2 
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SIR    TAFFY. 

That's  right,  Conway.  Xo  manner  of  dif- 
ference, my  Lord. 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

None  in  the  world,  if  her  feelings  require  a 
prorogation  of  the  ceremony  till 

CONWAY. 

Till  the  end  of  the  world,  I  suppose,  would 
be  the  same  thing  to  you.  I  shall  betray  my- 
self. [  A 'side. 

LOR  D    F II E  E  Z  E  LAND. 

Sir  Taffy,  who  is  this  red  hot  Mr.  Thingum  • 
Thangum  ? 

CONWAY. 

[Going  to  him.']  Thingum-Thangum,  have  a 
care,  Sir ! 

LORD    FREE 2  F.  LA  \  D. 

This  scarlet  hoy,  whose  passion  has  put  his 
whole  visage  into  regimentals. 

CONWAY. 

I  wain  you  once  more,  Sir,  not  to  — but  I 
disgrace  myself. 

[Lady  Trylove  and  Colonel  Fagg  interfere. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

That's  right;  carry  him  off,  and  leave  tne 
Earl  to  me.  Lookee,  my  Lord,  tins  is  no  a  ay 
to  quarrel,  but  I  must  tell  you  that  young 
man  — 


FIRE    AND    FROST.  486 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

Yes,  but  I  choose  to  confine  myself  (if  you 
please)  to  the  young  woman,  who,  by  the 
bustle  without,  I  presume  is  about  to  enter. 
These  old  halls  are  cruelly  damp.  Slaves,  be 
ready  with  my  swandown  pantuffles,  fleecy 
wool  socks,  and  Dutch  muffatees. 

Enter  Train  and  Target,  in  great  Conster- 
nation, 


TRAIN. 

u  Were  we  to  step  from  sixteen  to  sixty"— 

TARGET. 


u  —  We   ne'er    shall    look    upon   her    like 
again."     Ah  me!    the  sweetest  Lady 

TRAIX, 

But  she  is  gone  ;  for  ever  gone ! 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Ods  how  S  is  my  daughter  dead  ? 

TRAIX. 

No   Sirs,    not    dead   I  hope ;    but   gone.  — 
quite  gone  ! 

SIR    TAFFY. 

None  of  your  cursed  stage  tricks  now,  wo- 
man.    Has  my  daughter  run  away  ? 

TRAIN. 

Eloped,  Sir,  is  our  word  for  it. 


4S(" 
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Eloped  !  N 

TRA  I  X. 

But  I  rather  think  she"s  sprighted  away.  A 
person  may  he  hid  for  years  in  one  of  these 
old  Castles,   and  never  be  heard  of. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

I'll  have  every  hole  and  corner  of  the  Castle 
searched  tins  moment.  Why  don't  you  be 
gone  r  Why  don't  you  run  r  [Owens  and  Sir 
Taffy  Joyce  the  Servants  off,  ]  Away,  this  mo- 
ment; and  I  hope  your  Lordship  will  order 
your  own  cramming  party  to  go  too:  the} 
have  been  at  the  side-board  ever  since  we  came 
in.  -Thank  ye,  my  Lord,  that's  right:  wave 
them  off.  That's  kind,  Mr.  Target.  Well 
■viid,  Train.  She  can't  be  far  off.  We'll  fer- 
ret Iter  out,  I'll  warrant  you. 

f  Exeunt  Sir  Taffy,   driving  the  Servants  be- 
fore him,  ((fitted  by  Train  and  Target. 

S'LNE  IX. 


Lady  T«n  f.ovf,  Coj  oxkl  Fagg,  and  Cox- 
way.  come  doicn  the  Stage  laughing.  Ha, 
ha,    ha! 

LADY  TRYLOVF. 

Ha.   ha!   really  my  Lord,   I  know    not  whe- 
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ther  to  call  this  a  Comic  Tragedy,  or  a  Panto- 
mime Entertainment. 

COLONEL. 

It  seems  to  partake  of  them  all.     Ila,  ha! 

COX  WAV. 

True;  the  pleasantry  of  the  first,--    — 

LADY     TRYLOVL. 

The  pathetic  event  of   the  second,  — — 

COLON' EL. 

And  the  Harlequin  tricks  of  the  third, ■ 

LADY     TRVLOVL. 

Such  a  pantaloon  papa  ! 

CON  WAY. 

So  luckless  a  lover  ! 

co  r  o\  EL. 
And  such  a  run-a-way  Columbine! ■ 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Surely  never  met  together  in  any  one  play! 
What  a  run  it  Mould  have,  were  it  brought 
out  upon  one  of  the  stages,  in  the  Christmas 
holidays.     Ila,  ha,   ha  ! 

LOUD     FREEZ  ELAND. 

Especially  if  the  three  great  actors  now  be- 
fore me  were  to  conduct  the  drama.  Ila, 
ha!  I  cannot  be  provoked,  you  see.  'Tis 
quite  unnecessary  to  put  oneself  in  a  passion, 
when  Sir  Taffy  is  so  good  as  to  take  iliat 
trouble    off   my    hands. 

[Violent    bustle   and  noises  xvithouL 
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LADY    TRYLOVE. 

Impenetrable  wretch  !    1  hope,  at  least,   that 
the  best  characters  will  be  provided  for  in   the 

catastrophe, 

cox  WAY. 
That  goodness  will  be  rewarded,  — — 

corn  v  e  l 
And   folly    disgraced.      Ha,    ha!     so    conic 
along  widow.      Conway,   shew  us  the  way. 

\  Exeunt. 


SCENE    X. 

LORD    FREEZE  LAND. 

Beady  to  burst,  because  they  can't  make  me 
as  noisy  as  themselves!  Can't  afford  to  let  the 
girl  slip  through  my  fingers,  neither.  If  all 
this  whooping  and  hallooing  don  t  hud  her,  t>he 
must  certainly  have  left  the  neighbourhood. 
O,  here  comes  Sir  Taffy  !  Well,  my  dear  friend, 
life  or  death?     JSfon  est  inventus,   1  fear. 

Enter  Sjr  Taffy,   out  of  breath. 

Not  —  not  —  not  to  be  found,  Sir!  House- 
breaking, felony,  burglary,  death !  They 
have  forced  my  locks,  unbarred  my  windows, 
and  stole  my  treasure!  I'll  have  them  all  ta- 
ken up,  man,   woman,  and  child.     Where  are 
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they  all?  Stop  them,  bind  them,  gag  them, 
bundle  them  into  a  dark  room,  till  I  can  have 
time  to  examine  and  commit  them.  [Throws 
himself  on  a  sofa.]  Ods  gasps  and  graves! 
i:v  Lord,  why  don't  you  rave  ?  Why  aren't 
\"jd  in  a  passion  ? 

L 0 R D    F REEZEL A X  D . 

My  dear  friend,  breath  is  the  life  of  man; 
and  to  talk  when  we  cannot  be  heard,  is 
weak. — if  not  wicked.  But  I  will  just  ob- 
serve, although  1  am  torn  to  atoms  with  dis- 
appointment, I  will  take  upon  me  to  say,  no 
man,  in  the  like  agonizing  circumstances — 
[takes  snuff] 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Don't— don't  choke  me,  that's  all,  my  Lord ; 
don't  choke  me  ! 

LORD    FREEZ ELAND. 

—  Agonizing  circumstances,  I  say,  ever  felt 
more.  I  must  now  consider  her  flight  as  a 
temporary  dislike  to  matrimony  in  general ; 
and  must  therefore  beg  leave,  till  she  can  be 
brought  about,   to  decline  the  alliance. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[Jumps  up.}     How?    what's  that  you  say? 
Let  me  hear  that  again  ! 

LORD    FREEZ ELAND. 

1  ou  shall. 
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SIR    TAFFY. 

No,  I  wont,  —  no,  I  wont.-— it  will  be  the 
death  of  one  or  both  of  us.  Harkee,  Sir!  I'd 
have  ye  to  know,  that  however  respectable  may 
be  the  blood  of  the  Freezelands,  if.  indeed, 
they  ever  had  any  blood  at  all,  that  which 
fills  the  veins  of  my  daughter,— 

LOR  O    FliE  I-  7.  II.W"  n. 

My  dear  friend,  had  it  been  running  in  the 
family  ever  since  the  flood;  nav,  even  had  it 
even  entered  into  the  composition  of  that  flood 
itself,  I  cannot  help  it ;  and  so.  till  that  very 
rich  blood  has  done  boiling  over,  I  must  see 
what  a  chapter  of  Seneca,  on  the  disappoint- 
ments of  human  life,  will  do  for  the  tranquilli- 
zation  of  mine.  \E.vU 

s  n;    TA  IT  \  . 

■  Damn  Seneca:  I  wish  you  were  in  hi-, 
hot-bath,  and  the  same  sentence  passed  upon 
you,  with  all  mv  soul;  though  I  question  whe- 
ther all  the  lancets  that  ever  were  stuck  into 
that  old  fellow's  carcass,  while  he  was  up  to 
the  beard  in  scalding  water,  would  bring  as 
much  out  of  yours,  as  one-  might  get  from  tlu 
body  of  a  ilea,  by  the  point  of  a  needle.  Give 
her  up  ! -- give  hei  up!  0<\>.  patience!  Se- 
neca '.  it  it  \cas  not  for  mv  countrv.  I'd  soon 
give  up  )  on,   I  pronu.se  \  ou  '  [Crowp. 
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Enter  Target  in  a  great  hurry. 

TARGET. 

Sir — Sir—  Sir  Taffy,  you  have  gone  too 
far!  My  Lord  is  ordering  his  coach,  and 
hade  me  pack  up.  That  must  not  be.  Con- 
sider your  daughter,  your  borough,  your 
FAME,  your  COUNTRY! 

SIR  TAFFY. 

He  vexed  me  past  all  patience,  and  drove 
them  all  out  of  my  head,  Mr.  Target.  For 
the  sake  of  my  country,  indeed,  — but  perhaps 

it  is  now  too  late, 

target. 

No,  no,  "  a  little  flattery  sometimes  does 
well."  Send  me  with  a  petition ;  leave  the 
wording  of  it  to  me,  and  pursue  your  hunt 
after  the  lady.  No  reply  ;  get  into  good  hu- 
mour,  and  the  borough's  your  own!  [Exit. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Ods  greatness  and  glory,  make  haste.  —  O 
that  my  girl  were  now  here  !  A  sight  of  her 
would  unpack  a  thousand  boxes.  Where  can 
the  hussy  have  hid  herself? 

Enter  Cox  way. 

CONWAY. 

Tis  ridiculous  to  look  for  her  any  longer, 
Sir,      It   does  not  admit  of  a  doubt,   but  that 
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the  conduct  of  that  provoking  Lord  has  driven 
her  from  the  Castle. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

You've  hit  it,  Con.  —  you've  hit  it;  and.  be- 
tween you  and  I,  ods  tricks  and  trials,  who 
can  blame  her  ? 

CONWAY. 

Nobody.     O,  Sir,  were  the  case  mine, ■ 

SIR    TAFFY. 

You  would  have  blazed  like  Vesuvius.  —  But 
why  talk  about  impossibilities; — let  us  think 
a  little  what's  to  be  done. 

[Walks  about   the  stage. 

CONWAY. 

So,  so, 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[Running  up  to  him.]  I  have  it,  — I  have  it. 
Now,  my  dear  Conway,  if  you  have  any  regard 
for  your  country  ;  if  you  have  any  regard  for 
me;  if  you  have  any  regard  for  Emily ;  saddle 
the  swiftest  horse  in  my  stable,  and  go  ride 
through  every  lane,  and  call  at  every  hut  as 
you  <ro. 

CONWAY. 

For  what  Sir? 

SIR    TAFFY. 

For  Emily,  my  dear  boy,  for  Emily.  She 
knows  you  to  be  her  friend;  and  will,  I  dare 
say,  as  soon  trust  herself  under  your  protection, 
as  her  father's, 
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CONWAY. 

I  must  own,   I  think  she  would. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

When  you  have  found  her,  tell  her  that  you 
and  I  both  see  into  her  motives,  and,  as  a  girl 
of  spirit,  approve  them. 

COXWAY. 

Shall  I  tell  her  that,  Sir  ? 

SJR  TAFFY. 

Now  don't  open  your  mouth,  Con.  for  I 
won't  hear  a  word ■ 

COXWAY. 

Only  this,  Sir;  you  promise,  that  be  her 
motive  what  it  may — you  forgive  it,  on  condi- 
tion of  her  return. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

From  the  bottom  of  my  soul  !  and  will  seal 
that  forgiveness  with  a  thousand  kisses,  the 
moment  I  set  eyes  on  her. 

COXWAY. 

Well,  Sir,  I  am  gone  —  but  remember  your 
promise. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

1  do  ;  and  moreover  make  another  promise 
to  you  —  and  here's  my  hand  upon  it.  When 
I  have  got  my  borough,  and  my  daughter  is  a 
Countess,  should  this  cold-blooded  fellow  go 
off  in  a  shivering  lit  —  which  I  think  is  very 
likely  —  no   man   living.,    but  little  Con.    shall 
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have  my  consent  to  he  her  second.  So  let  me 
see  you  take  horse,  and  set  off  to  scour  the 
country ! 


END  OF  THE  FOURTH  ACT, 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE    I. 

A  JFood,  and  a  Fisherman's  Hut  almost  hid 
amongst  the  Trees,  uiih  a  View  of  the  Sea. 
Several  Tubs  and  Casks  at  a  Distance  from 
the  Hut.  Gaffer  Night  pad,  Sox  Joe, 
Man  John,  and  Boys,  getting  them  to- 
wards the  Hut ;  the  Moon  rising. 

GAFFER   nightpad. 
There's  brave  lads;   put.  the  dear  creature* 
out  of  sight. 

SON   JOE. 

Pity,  father,  any  harm  should  come  to  such 
fine  spirited  little  fellows,  ant  it?  So  here 
S£oes  No,  I , 

MAN    JOHN. 

And  here  rolls  No.  2. 

SON   JOE. 

No,  3  will  be  there  first,   for  a  wager. 

b  o  y  . 
No.    4,    which   is  the   smuggling-  tea-chest, 
you  know,  shan't  be  distanced,  if  I  can  help  it. 

G  A  F  F  E  R    ^~  I  G  H  T  P  A  D . 

But  these  two  ca*i  of  Geneva- — — 
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SOX   J  OF.. 

Aye,  we  lnun  take  care  of  they,  father,-— 
Ecod  I  si  ould  not  wonder,  if,  i1  that  country. 
they  were  cut  of  spirits  themselves,  by  this- 
time. 

GAFFER    NIGHTPAD. 

At  kast  we  can  expect  no  more  of  the  ge- 
nuine from  that  quarter.  French  brandy  and 
Dutch  Hollands  make  very  good  tipple,  ac- 
cording to  people's  different  tastes,  by  them- 
selves ;   but  they're  a  strange  mixture  ! 

SOX     JOE. 

And  I  don't  think  they'll  do  well  together 
long;  Mynheers  have  been  a  great  while 
.smuggling  their  country,  and  I  expect  they'd 
be  coming  over  presently  themselves,  in  the 
wav  of  run  goods. 

MAX    JOHX. 

Hun  goods! — for  nothing,  you  mean.- — 
D— n  it,  no  smuggling  of  one's  country,  nci- 
ther 

GAFFER     NIGIITPAD, 

So  roll  oil' the  last  of  Xeat  as  Imported, 
sox    JOE. 

It's  to  lay,  I'spose.  with  the  young  Missey  of 
the  Castle  whom  the  young  Captain  brought 
in  this  morning  ? 

C  A  FIE  It     XIGHTPAD. 

Aye,   Joe,    iu  our    wood    warehouse,    as  w« 
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call  it — as  for  the  young  lady,  had  I  been  at 
home,  she  should  have  sought  some  other 
shelter;  for  I  fear  some  ill  will  come  of  it. 
We  live  too  near  the  Castle  to  hide  any  com- 
modity that  belongs  to  it.  But  don't  stand 
talking;  work  on. 

sox  JOE. 
E'cod,   l  my  thoughts  she's  the  prettiest  ar- 
ticle of  run  goods  I  ha'  seen  since  I  ha'  been 
in    the    trade.     There's    only    this    puncheon, 
lather — 

GAFFER   XIGHTPAD. 

I   see   I    must   help,  after  all  —  indeed  that 
puncheon  of   Nantz  is  as  much  as  we  can  all 


MAN   JOHN. 

Never  fear ;  'tis  but  putting  all  our  hands  to  it, 
Master,  with  all  our  hearts  —  and  —  so,  yoey  — 
yoey — yoey — we'll  clear  our  way  at  last,  never 
fear. 

son  joe.       "^ 

Thus,  and  thus  — 

GAFFER  NIGHTPAD. 

And  thus  — 

boy. 
Aye — and  thus  — 

MAN   JOHN. 

Tight  work,  though,  too  —  dev'iish  strong 
tug  away. 

VOL.    IIV  K  k 


[All  working  to- 
■    gethcr.      After 
sortie  stn<n's:liu<i 
they  move  it. 
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SON   JOE. 

That's  it,  my  lads,  that's  it — and  the 
moon's  got  up  to  look  at  us,  you  see. 

MAN   JOHN. 

She  glares  upon  us  like  a  Custom-House- 
Officer — I  hope  shell  not  turn  informer. 

GAFFER   NIGHTPAD, 

Not  she  ! 

sox  j or.. 
Hurra,  Johnny,  hurra  —  Nance  is  seta-going 
at  last  ! 

[Exeunt  Joe,    John,   and  Boy,    with  the 
puncheon. 

GAFFER    NIGHTPAD. 

[Speaking  after  them.]  When  she's  stowed, 
come  to  the  house,  and  drink  success  to  all 
honest  hearts,  in  all  countries.  [Exit, 


SCENE  II. 

The  interior  Part  of  the  Wood;  in  the  Midst 
of  which  Gammer,  the  U  ije  of  Gaffer 
Nigiitpad,   rises  from  a  Trap  Door. 

GAMMER     NIGHTPAD. 

[Speaking  as  she  comes  up.]  Never  fear, 
young  lady,  I  have  got  hold  of  your  pretty 
hand,    we   put    all   our  best  moonlights    here, 
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.Miss;  there— -see  how  nicely  you  are  coming 
up;  as  neat  as  wax-work. 

EMILY. 

[Rises  from  the  trap,]  I  give  you  a  great 
deal  of  trouble,  Mrs.  Nightpad;  but,  as  to  fears, 
were  this  under-ground  room  of  yours  fifty 
fathoms  deep,  I  should  prefer  it,  at  present,  to 
the  best  room  in  my  father's  Castle, 

G  A  M  M  E  K    NIG  ii  T  P  AD. 

[ Horn  sounds.]  Hist '.—that's  a  signal,  Miss, 

Son  Joe  never  blows  his' horn  at  this  time  of 
night  without  'tis  to  give  notice. 

EMILY. 

Heavens!   if  it  should  beany  of  the  family? 

GAMMER    NIGHT  PAD. 

And  if  it  were,  Miss ;  you  have  but  to  lift 
up  this  little  door  again,  lookee,  in  this  here 
sort  of  manner  ;  which,  when  it  is  down, 
seems  only  a  piece  of  green  yearth,  and  you 
are,  you  know,  in  as  neat  a  little  room,  (and 
as  well  furnished  too,)  as  any  gentleman  or 
lady's  chamber,  aye,  or  cellar  either,  in  the 
land. 

EMILY. 

It  sounds  again  !  and  1  thought  I  heard  a 
rustling  among  the  boughs. 

GAMMER    XIGHTPAD, 

Pop  down  then,  my  sweet  young  Madam, 
and  I'll  go  see.     W  'tis  a  foe.    I'll  return,  and, 

KkC 
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standing  over  the  door,  hem,    thus,  — hem,  — - 
hem.     It'  a  friend,  your  shall  soon  know. 

[Exit. 

EMILY. 

A  thousand  thanks,  goody.  Heavens,  how 
I  tremble  ! 

[Holding    the    t rap-door  as   she  descends, 
thc?i,   after  listening,    lets  it  drop. 

Conway  and  Sox  Sot.  are  seen  traversing  the 
Mazes  of  the  Wood,  and  speak  as  they  otter, 

SOX    JOE. 

Follow  me,  Squire :  we  shall  come  at  the 
place  presently. 

cox  WAY. 

I  wonder  you  don't  clear  away  these  briers 
and  thorn-bushes  a  little? 

sox    J  OK. 

Clear  'em  away,  hey  !  no,  Squire,  that 
wont  do  for  we  ;  and,  as  for  a  little  scratching, 
you're  but  a  poor  sort  of  a  lover,  if  you  mind  a 
few  brambles,   in  going;  to  see  vour  sweetheart. 

CON  WAV. 

You  are  very  gallant,  Joe  ;  only  make  haste. 
sov   jot:. 

Egad,  if  my  mistress  lived  in  a  holly-hedge, 
or  a  quickset,  or  a  heap  of  furze,  (you  knows 
what  fuize  is,  I  suopose,)  I'd  no  more  mind 
dashhur   through    "em    than    if   thev   were   so 
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many  feathers.      Besides,  love's  path  always  is 
through  briers  and  brambles. 

CONWAY. 

Heaven  knows,  we  have  had  briers  and 
brambles  in  plenty. 

SON    J  OF,, 

Never  mind,  if  you  come  to  such  a  rosy  and  lily 
sweet  and  pure  as  MissEmily  at  la«t.  We  are  close 
by  her  now.  [Stands  on  the  trap. ]  'T was  my 
genus  contrived  this  !  I'm  a  cute  one,  a  n't  I  ? 
She'll  be  up  in  a  minute,  like  one  of  the  ghost- 
folks  in  the  playhouse.  See  1  the  door  begins 
to  open  a  little  ;  when  she's  above  ground,  I'll 
keep  watch  in  one  of  these  turnabouts.  But 
don't  be  tedious,  —  a  kiss  or  so,  —  little  and 
often  is  the  way  to  love  long.  See  !  up  she 
springs,  like  a  Jack  of  the  box.  Egad,  she's 
a  pretty  piece  of  goods ;  but  she  is  contraband 
for  poor  Joe. 

[Emily   rises  and  runs  to  Conway.     Joe 
goes  into  one  of  the  paths  and  listens. 

EMILY. 

My  beloved  Conway  ! 

CONWAY. 

Dearest  Emily  !  I  am  with  you  again,  at 
youi  father's  earnest  desire,  to  invite  you 
home. 

EMILY, 

!••  it  possible  ? 
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CONWAY. 

Pledging  himself  to  seal  with  a  kiss,  his  free 
pardon,  the  moment  of  your  return. 

EMILY. 

Dear,  dear  father  !  then  we  shall  still  be 
happy.  Let  us  not  lose  a  moment,  my  Con- 
way. 

CONWAY. 

Alas  !  my  love,  all  this  is  but  the  hurry  of 
his  impetuous  nature  to  carry  his  point.  Pro- 
voked at  the  sluo-o-ish  movements  of  Lord 
Freezeland,  and  having  made  some  vehement 
replies,  he  only  proposes  to  make  you  the 
victim  of  reconciliation. 

EMILY. 

Unkind,  as  impossible  !  What  is  then  to  be 
done  r 

CONWAY. 

A  thought  strikes  me.  Our  friends,  the  Wel- 
lingtons, you  know,  are  settled  in  Guernsey. 
I  have  made  them  acquainted  with  our  story, 
and  they  have  offered  us  their  services.  Joe} 
stops  in  the  labyrinth,  on  purpose  to  guard 
our  conversation.  He's  coming  this  way,  - 
don't  tremble  so,    my  Emily. 

Enter  Sox   Joe, 
sox    JOE. 

Come,   come,  —  you   lovers   never   think   ol 
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time  nor  tide,  nor  any  thing  but  yourselves, 
when  you  get  together  ;  but  that  wont  do  for 
Joey:  father  will  seold  till  he's  black  i'  the 
feace.     We  must  be  out  at  sea  at  high  water. 

CONWAY. 

And  when  does  that  serve  ? 

SON     JOE. 

Less  than  half  an  hour :  'tis  on  the  turn 
now. 

CONWAY. 

Are  you  on  a  fishing  party,  or you  un- 
derstand me,  Joey. 

SON    JOE. 

O  !  all  Cheapside  work  to-night :  moonshine 
and  Guernsey's  the  word  ;  s'pose  you  know 
what  that  means. 

EMILY. 

Guernsey  !  do  you  know  the  Wellingfords  ? 

SON    JOE. 

Do  I  know  my  own  little  self?  What  you 
want  to  get  Missy  over  to  the  island,    do  ye  ? 

CONWAY. 

Your  sister,  whom,  you  know,  lives  at  the 
Castle,  has  assured  me  you  are  a  lad  of  ho- 
nour: as  such,  I  dare  trust  you,  —  but  is  the 
wind  fair? 

SON     JOE. 

As  ever  it  can  bloyv. 
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CONWAY. 

I  say  I  dare  trust  you  and  your  good  old 
father  with  my  dearest  treasure ;  to  convey 
her,  if  you  think  there  is  no  danger 

SOX     JOE. 

Danger,  in  our  skiff!  why  she'd  weather  a 
storm  better  than  your  Castle  ;  but,  in  such  a 
night  as  this,  we  could  run  before  the  wind  in 
a  cockle-shell. 

CONWAY. 

But  what  says  my  dear  Emily  to  this  :  dare 
she  venture  on  the  voyage,  unattended  by  her 
Conway,  whom  inexorable  honour  summons 
to  the  field  ;  but  who  will  return  to  join  her. 
the  first  moment  that  it  can  be  done  consistent- 
ly with  the  duty  he  owes  to  his  country  ! 

EMILY. 

Sea  and  land  are  equal,  in  the  performance 
of  the  vow  1  have  made  to  my  dearest  husband 

COX  WAV. 

My  best  love. 

SOX    JOE, 

Hark  !  my  dad  is  howling  in  the  forest,  like 
a  mad  wolf.  F.eod,  and  he'll  devour  me  like 
•  i.  mad  wolf,  too,  if  1  don't  go  help  to  get  up 
anchor,  set  sails,  and  so  forth  ;  so  no  more 
par  U  'couh/g,  Squiic  :  is  Madam  to  go  or  not? 
] '  m  i  i .  v 

Certainly;    meantime,   thoua.li    1  know  vou 
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arc  above  bribing,  I  must  insist  on  shewing 
my  gratitude,  by  begging  your  acceptance  of 
this  purse. 

sox    JOE. 
From    your    fair   hands,     beautiful    Miss,     I 
can't  refuse  nothing. 

COX  WAY. 

But  you  will  make  me   quite  jealous,   little 
Joe.   if  you  do  not  take  this,   to  keep  the  pie- 
scut  of  my  Emily  company, 
sox    JOE. 

I  never  could  bear  to  part  good  company  in 
my  life  ! 

COX  WAY. 

My  faithful  servant,  Griffin,  as  I  was  leaving- 

the  Castle,  delivered  me  a  note  from  Lady  Are- 
thusa;  purporting  that  my  Lord's  valet  had 
made  some  discovery  respecting  us,  that  would 
probably  put  the  whole  house  into  violent 
agitation;  and  advised  me,  by  all  means,  if 
you  were  not  perfectly  secure,  to  put  you  in- 
stantly beyond  the  reach  of  pursuit,  should  it 
be  attempted. 

EMILY. 

Then  every  moment  is  dangerous  to  love ; 
but  my  fears  are  all  for  you.  Conway  ;  —  what 
do  you  propose  r 

cox  way. 

Instantly   to  return   to   the  Castle,  convince 
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Sir  Taffy  'tis  in  vain  to  look  any  farther  for" 
you  at  present;  or,  if  I  find  a  possible  oppor- 
tunity, I  shall  at  once  explain  the  reason,  by 
opposing  the  honest  claims  of  a  husband  to 
the  arrogant  pretensions  of  a  lover.  If  any 
thing  fortunate  comes  from  this,  yon  will  have 
an  immediate  and  happy  return;  and,  if  it 
fails,  I  shall  have  the  satisfaction  to  know  you 
are  in  safety. 

SON    JOE. 

Hark,  hark  !  hear  how  that  father  of  mine 
bawls.  —  Coming,  Father,  coming.  —  Now 
hold  fast  by  me, — aye,  aye,  you  may  give 
the  Squire  t'other  little  hand  if  you  please. 
There,  bob  your  heads  down  now.  and  dash 
away.  There  we  go,  you  see,  as  if  we  were 
threading  the  needle. 

CONWAY. 

Keep  up  your  spirits,  dear  Emily  ;  honest 
Griffin  is  at  the  skirts  of  the  wood,  and  shall 
attend  you. 

EMILY. 

They  droop  but  for  you,  my  Conway. 

\  Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 


Changes  to  the  Sea-side,  with  a  View  of  the 
Fisherman's  Hut.  as  in  the  first  Scene.  Sailor 
and  Boy  getting  the  Vessel  ready  for  sailing. 

Enter  Nichtpad  and  Wife. 

GAFFER   NIGHT  PAD. 

lis  in  vain  to  call  after  that  unlucky  dog 
any  more.  Heyday!  this  fine  nio-ht  e'ift  goino- 
to  play  us  any  pranks,  I  hope!  —  don't  much 
like  that  scud,  though  —  and  the  moon 
is  getting  an  ugly  ruff  round  her  neck,  and 
looks  as  dizzy  as  if  she  had  made  free  with  our 
Nancy — but  the  wind  is  fair,  so  haul  away, 
haul  away,  boys: — where  a-plague  can  that 
Joe  be? 

GAMMER  NIGHTPAD. 

He  only  went  to  shew  the  young  gentleman 
to  the  young  lady. 

GAFFER   NIGHTPAD. 

I  don't  know,  for  my  part,  what  we  have  to 
do  with  young  gentlemen,  or  young  ladies 
either. 

joe,    (within.) 

Quick,  quick,  let  us  make  haste,  Miss  — 
that  whistle  is  to  say.  all  hands  must  on 
board, 
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fmily,    (within.) 
Adieu,  dear  Conway,  adieu ! 

SON   JOE. 

Aye,  aye,  take  leave  when  you  meet  again 
• — do  pray,  Miss,  come  along. 

GAMMER  NIGHT  PAD. 

That's  Joe's  voice,  and  I  think  Madam 
Emily's.     What  can  this  mean? 

Enter  Joe  and  Emily. 

SON   JOE. 

There,  mother,  take  Missy  into  the  cottage 
a  little:  when  all  is  ready  I  will  come  and  hand 
her  a- board :  she's  «-oimr  over  the  water  with  us. 

GAMMER  NIG11TPAD. 

Over  the  water  !  why  you  have  hurried  the 
sweet  creature  out  of  her  life. 

EMILY. 

This  is  no  time  for  explanations.  Mrs. 
Nightpad,  your  son  tells  you  true:  put  me  any 
where  till  the  boat  is  ready. 

GAMMER   X1G1ITPAD. 

This  way,   Miss,  —  this  way,   Madam. 

[Exeunt  into  the  hut, 

JSigiitpad,  Joe,   Man  John. 

gaffer  night  pad. 
And  now  pray,  Master  Mischief,  what  is  all 
this? 
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V  '  ..■  ..  purse  of  guineas 
just  :.     ;  -        is,    i 

t'Ou 

Ods   car^^c,    "   -  -  vhv  there  s  n  .1*"  ?, 

handful  . .':,      ■  j  then,  do  you 

know  that  the  taking  a  g-entlemar.     iiausrhter 

beyond  sea  is  a  little  bit  of  hanging  matter.  Joe? 

sox  JOE. 

Yes,  but  moving"  a  contraband  article,  from 
a  place  where  you  may  find  it  to  one  where  you 
cannot,  is  no  great  harm,  I  think:  —  besides, 
lookee,  I've  got  the  fellow  to  that  purse. 

OAF  F  E  R   X I G  H  T  P  A  D. 

Another !  —  let  us  see,  boy. 

sox  JOE. 
Yes,   but  no  closer,  father,  I  must  keep  this 
to  buy  myself  off,  in  case  of  accidents. 
sailor,   (from  the  boat.) 
Come,  Captain,  we're  all  ready, 

GAFFER    XIGIITPAD. 

But  what  noises  are  those  in  the  wood,  Joe? 
J  lark! 

Enter  Gammer  Nightpad  and  Emily, 
from  the  Hut. 

EMILY. 

I  am  ready  to  sink  into  the  earth  —  surely  I 
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heard   my  name   pronounced  —  there   again- 
hark,  'tis  more  near,  and  louder  —  'tis  a  pursuit, 
from  the  Castle,   depend  upon  it. 

[A  cry  of  this  zcay,  that  rcay,  §c. 

GAFFER   NIGIITPAD. 

Hadn't  you  better  stay,  then,  Miss? 

SOX   JOE. 

That  would  ruin  all.  father;  if  the  good.4? 
were  found  upon  us,  fifty  purses  would  not  save 
us  from  swinging:  but  if  she's  not  upon  the 
premises [Loader  hue  and  cry. 

GAFFER   XIGHTPAD. 

That's  true,  as  you  say,   boy. 

GAMMER   XIGHTPAD. 

But  the  night  is  getting  so  squally. 

EMILY. 

Do  not  talk  of  nights,  or  storms,  but  conduct 
me,  this  moment,  onboard,      j Noises  coiitinuc. 

G  A  M  M  E  R  NIGH  T  I'  A  D . 

Pull  up  your  cloak,  Miss  —  turn  the  hood 
more  over  your  poor  dear  face.  Joey  has  got 
your  bundle:   will  you  have  my  weather-all? 

EMILY. 

Nevermind  clothes  or  hoods;   I   dread  no- 
thing but  my  being  overtaken  —  and  my  poor 
Conway  too,   what  will  become  of  him  r 
sox  JOE. 

Mother,  <ro  in  ;  in  a  few  minutes  Mi^s  won't 
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he  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ;  and  if  they  come, 
you  know  nothing  about  it,   that's  all  —  go  in. 

GAMMER    NIGHTPAD. 

Good  night,  Miss,  —  good  voyage,  my  sweet 
young  lady. 

EMILY. 

Make  haste,  Joe,  for  heaven's  sake,  make 
iiaste. 

GAFFER  NIGHTPAD. 

[From  the  vessel.']  Now  then,  step  in,  Miss, 
step  in ;  that's  right,  safe  a-board  now ;  hope 
we  shall  have  better  weather  presently ;  only 
a  passing  squall,   I  believe. 

SON   JOE. 

Aye,  moon  peeps  out  again. 

GAFFER   NIGHTPAD. 

Put  the  young  lady  into  the  cabin,  Joe; 
come,  up  with  the  anchor,  John;  set  the  sails, 
boys. 

JOHN. 

Joe,  help  shove  her  off;  that's  it ;  away  we 
go  !  [A  great  noise  in  the  'wood. 

SON   JOE. 

Aye,  you  may  holla  now,  we  are  out  of  the 
wood,   and  you  are  in  it.  Ha,   ha,  ha  ! 

[During  this  speech,  the  different  matters 
described  are  acted,  and  the  vessel  hears 
a  a  ay. 
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GAMMER    NIGHTPAD. 

Well,  after  all,  this  love  is  a  terrible  thing; 
and  sometimes  goes  harder  with  gentle  than 
simple.  I'm  glad  safe  off  however,  'specially 
as  the  squall  is  blown  over. 

[Edit  into  the  huf 

SCENE  IV. 

Changes  to  another  Part  of  the  IVood. 
Enter  Target. 

TARGET. 

I  think  I  am  still  in  the  road:  yet,  as  Madam 
Luna  seems  to  be  playing  at  blindman's  buff, 
I  can't  be  sure  ;  and  that  son  of  the  mountain, 
who  undertook  to  shew  me  the  way.  has  lost 
both  me  and  himself.  The  voices,  too,  have 
all  at  once  ceased,  and  here  I  am  in  the  dark  ; 
on  a  pretty  errand  too !  'Twas  but  a  rogue's 
trick  in  thee,  Master  Target,  to  tell  the  old 
Lord  of  the  Manor  where  to  find  her,  seeing 
that  her  hiding  place  was  told  me  in  confi- 
dence, but  secrets  always  circulate  best  in  that 
way.  Suppose  I  were  to  rub  oft'  this  treachery 
l»y  a  little  honour.     Egad,  it  shall  be  so. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[From  another  part  of  the  IVood.]    O,    if  I 
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find  "em  !    ods  blunderbusses,   bludgeons,  and 

broad  swords. 

TARGET. 

Aye,  there's  the  old  dog,  opening  till  the  fo- 
rest rings  again.  But  soft,  who  have  we  here? 
I  thought  1  saw  the  shadow  ot  a  petticoat, 
That's  right,  dear  Mrs.  Moon,  shew  thy  face 
a  little ;  as  I  live,  'tis  my  Train,  dangling 
behind  me.      "  I  would  avoid  her"  • ■ 

TRAIX. 

You  would,  would  you?  O,  thou  villain, 
thou  most  abominable  villain  !  who  wheedled 
me  out  of  my  dear  young  mistress'  secret, 
and  like  a  rascal,  as  you  arc,  carried  it  to  my 
master  !  who  is  now  coming  to  my  poor  fa- 
ther's cottage,  and,  for  aught  I  know,  will 
murder  the  whole  family. 

TARGET. 

"  Keep  your  temper,  or  I  walk  off"  without 
my  Train. —  '"Any  thing  more,''  "  divine  imper- 
fection of  a  woman  ?  " 


Enter  Cox  way. 

C  O  X  w  A  V . 

Target  !  O,  thou  traitor!  Arethusa's  infor- 
mation, then,  was  but  too  true.  And  thou, 
traitress,  to  trust  this  sieve  with  any  thing  re- 
lating to  your  mistress  !       [Seizes  them   bothA 

VOL.    II.  L  J 
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Had  I  a  moment  to  spare,  I  would  shake  you 
both  to  atoms.     Away  !  [Exit. 

TARGET. 

Prodigiously  glad  you  are  in  such  a  hum', 
however. 

THAT  X 

All  this  for  you,  villain  !  See  how  I'm  tum- 
bled. Is  this  a  return  for  my  foolish  fond- 
ness-    Did  I  ever  deny  you  any  thing,  wretch  ' 

TARGET. 

No,    I  cant  say  you  ever  did. 

TRAIN. 

But  now,  for  ever,  I  renounce  you  !  Let  u* 
part. 

TARGET. 

Agreed  :  for  I  think  here  we  shall  be  de- 
voured, either  by  man  or  beast.  But  let  us 
part  like  ourselves  :  come.  [lakes  her  hand, 

TRAIN", 
South! 

TARGET, 

Ka.t  ! 

TRA  fX. 

West ! 

T.\  RGET. 

Far  as  the  poles  asunder.  Egad,  though, 
in  a  night  like  this,  for  it  begins  to  blow  and 
rain  again,  vou  see,  I  think  we  should  be 
m<>re  comfortable  together.    [Catches  her  robe] 
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Come,  come,  these  little  quarrels,  love  must 
needs  excuse;  besides,  I  can't  think  of  going 
out  in  the  storm,  without  wrapping  my  dear 
Train  about  me.    [Throwing  Iris  arms  round  her. 

T  I!  a  r  X 

[Struggling']     Follow   me  if  you  dare:    I 
hate  the  very  sight  of  you. 

[Breaking  from  him, 

TARGET. 

I  hate  you!  O,  Alonzo,  how  I  hate  you! 
After  all.  what  is  it  but  a  night  scene  in  a 
forest  ? 

TRAIN. 

[Going-.]  Why  don  t  you  take  care  of  me, 
barbarian  ?  [Exit  Train; 

TARGET. 

She  conies,  by  heaven,  she  comes !  Honest 
Target,  I  never  knew  thee  fail.  Thus  hug,  my 
little  —  but  my  —  egad,  she's  off,  and  I  shall, 
lose  her  in  the  wood:   I'll  after  her. 

[Exit  Target. 


SCCXE  V. 

Changes  to  the  Sea-coast.     Fishing  Hut. 

Eater  Conway, 

My  only  hope  now  is.  that  the  vessel  may 
have  put  off,  and  yet  even  that  is  chilled  by  this 
fearful    night  — ■  Vet,     thank   heaven,,     it    still 

1 1  a 
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blows  fair.  If  she  should  not  be  gone,  I  will, 
at  all  hazards,  come  to  an  immediate  explana- 
tion ;  assert  a  husband's  honest  claims,  and 
defend  my  wife  from  the  undue  tyranny,  even 
of  a  father.  [Runs  to  the  Jishermans  door.'] 
Mr.  Nightpad  — Emily  —  Joe  —  John  —  Emily  ! 
They  have  certainly  sailed.  All  that  remains 
is,  immediately  to  search  the  beach.         [Exit. 


SCENE  VI. 

GAMMER  XI  GUT  PAD, 

[From  her  chamber  window.']  I  had  fallen 
into  a  doze,  but  thought  I  heard  somebody 
at  the  door  — No,  only  the  wind.  —  But  laek-a- 
day,  how  it  blows  and  lightens !  I  wish  they 
had  not  gone  out  to-night  —  Hark  !  I  hear 
voices,  [Confused  noise  of 'hip,  holloa,  holloa,  j 
Sure  somebody  after  my  young  lady  —  poor, 
sweet  soul,  she's  tossing  this  mad  night  on  the 
-alt  sea.  See,  there  are  men  and  women  - 
that  flash  shewed  them  to  me, 

[  Closes  t  h  c  casern  en  i . 
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SCENE  VII. 

Enter  several  of  the  Family  Party,  exploring 
their  JVay.     Storm  increases. 

OWENS. 

Plcss  my  poor  pate,  how  the  rain  and  the 
wind  pelts! 

JACK. 

A  pretty  night  to  hop  after  a  young  lady. 

G  EORGE. 

Hush!  I  hear  poor  mad  master  louder  than 
the  thunder:  pass  on,   pass  on. 


SCENE  VIII. 
Enter  Sru  Taffy  and  Lord  Freezelanix 

S  I  R    T  A  F  F  Y . 

Don't  tell  me,  my  Lord,  of  storms  and  tem- 
pests ;  I'll  have  her,  I'll  have  her,  I  tell  you, 
I'll  have  her.  Oh,  this  is  that  rascally  fisher- 
man's hut  —  cheer  up,  my  Lord,  you  shall  have 
her,  yet:  —  that's  the  house.        [Exit  Sir  Taffy. 

LORD     FREEZ  ELAND. 

I  wish  I  was  in  it,  and  she  in  any  part  of  the 
habitable  globe;  for  it  is  next  to  incredible  I 
should  eseape  the  lire  and  water  of  this  horrible 
night.  What,  is  there  nobody  to  help  a  dead 
man  ! 
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SCENT  IX 

Enter,   by  another  Path,  a   Number  of  Lord 
1'it eezflaxd's  Servant*.. 

SERVAXTS. 

I\Iy  Lord  !  ray  Lord  !  my  Lord  !  We've  found 
the  house  !   we've  found  the  house  ! 

LORD    FREEZ  ELAND. 

Carry  this  dead  body  of  mine  into  it.  then, 
as  fast  as  you  ean  —  neck  and  heels  —  I  care  not 
how.  {'j'ite  servants  take  him  iip."\  That's 
right —  away  with  me—  1  am  finished;  but  if, 
by  a  miracle,  I  should  recover,  a  thousand 
Helens  should  not  draw  me  out,  on  such 
another  night.  [He  is  carried  off. 

SCENE  X. 

G  A  M  51 E  R    X  I  0 II T  P  A  D . 

[Re-appearing  at  the  rc/Worc]  What  is  all 
this  noise,  at  a  poor  fisherman's  door,  disturb- 
ing a  poor  woman  in  her  bed? 

.Re-enter  S r r  Ta f f y. 

SIR     TAFFY. 

I'll   fisherman    you,    I    will!     Where    is    my 
liter,  harjf?  where's  the  thief  that  stole  her? 
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and  the  rascals  that  received  the  stolen  goods? 
• — Follow  !   follow  !   follow ! 

He  rushes  along,  passes  Lord  Freezeland 
and  servants,  and  bursts  open  the  door. 

Enter  Colonel  Fagg  and  Lady  Try  love. 

COLONEL. 

Dear  Arcthusa,  we  must  take  advantage  of 
the  general  confusion,  and  get  into  the  house 
first:  the  moon  favours  us,   in,  in,  in. 

[They  go  in.  Sir  Taffy  rushes  out,  drag- 
ging Lord  Freezeland  bij  the  arm,  in  one 
hand,  and  Gammer  Nightpad  in  the 
other. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

Hell  and  furies !  —  she's  not  in  the  house.' — 
Tell  me,  witch,  and  you  her  mischievous  imp, 
what  is  become  of  her? 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

Let  me  go,  Sir  Taffy. 

GAMMER  NIGHTPAD. 

Truly,  your  Honour,  I  have  told  you  all  I 
know ;  our  folks  are  all  at  sea. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

Where's  Conway?  where's  my  daughter!  — 
speak,  speak,  speak  !  [Shaking  them. 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

I  have  got  out  of  the  old  tyger's  grasp,  how- 
ever,   and   neither  morta.,    below,    nor  Gods 
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above,   shall  drag  me  forth  again,   till  the  storm 
is  over.  [Returns  into  the  house. 


SCENE  XL 
Kntcr  Conway, 

CONWAY. 

Despair  and  horror !  - — she's  gone  !  —  the  fish  • 
ing  boat  can  never  weather  it.  —  She  is  lost  for 
ever. 

SIR    TAFFY. 

[ Letting  Gammer  Nightpad  go,  and  running 
to  Conway.]  Who's  lost.-  — ah!  villain,  is  it 
you:  —  Hark!  what  is  that-  [Gun  fires. 

COX  MAY. 

A  signal  of  distress  !  oh,  heavens!  I  can  bear 
no  more.— Your  daughter,  Sir  Tally,  your  poor, 

drowning  Emily 

[Runs  again  to  the  .sea-side.     Thunder,  §c> 

SIR    TAFFY. 

E m i]y  d ro  w n i n g !  —  Owens!  Geo rge  !  To m  ! 
—  save,  save  my  daughter,  and  I  will  die  in 
peace.  [Second  gun.]  Another  signal  !  and 
hear  that  piteous  shriek!  [Cry  of  sailors  at  a 
distance.']     Help,   help,  help  ! 

[Sir  Taffy  runs  out,  followed  by  his  servants 


FIRE    AND    FROST. 


521 


Kuter  Cox  way. 


COX  WAY. 

Sec,  see,  the  vessel  is  in  sight — she  drives 
this  way.  — But  these  barbarous  rocks!  these 
cruel  waves!  Is  there  n:>  way  to  save  her? 
[Scales  one  of  the  rocks.']  Ha  !  something 
floats  to  shore — -that  flash,  methought,  dis- 
covered—  [runs  down  the  rock.]  Ah,  heavens, 
tis  hers !  O,  God,  'tis  the  shawl  of  my  poor 
devoted  Emily ! 


Enter  Lady  Trylove  and  Colonel  Fagg. 

CONWAY. 

[With  the  shaxvl.]     See!  see!    O  madness! 
behold   this   witness    of  my   agony !    it  is    my 

wife's ! 

COLONEL. 

Throw  out  the  planks  !  throw  out  the  planks ! 


LADY   TRYLOVE. 

Patience,     clear     Colonel  ! 
Dear  Conway,  patience  ! 

CONWAY. 

I'll  save,  or  perish  with  her  ! 

Enter  Sir  Taffy. 
Save  her,  Conway,   and  she 
is  vours. 


[The  process  of  a 

violent  storm  conti- 
nued. The  "vessel 
about  to  strike, 
^-Conway  plunges 
into  the  waves,  and 
reaches  the  small 
boat.  All  Sir  Taf- 


J  iy's  servants  assist . 
LADY   TRYLOVE. 

jieliold  !   she  is  on  the  deck. 
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COLONEL. 

Alas!  'tis  too  late;  the  vessel  splits  upon  the 
rocks;  we  lose  sight  of  her.  Support  the  ago- 
nized lather! 

SIR   TAFFY. 

I  want  no  support,  — leave  me  —  let  me  die— - 
1  have  no  business  with  life —  my  daughter  is 
lost!  [Refuses  help. — Cry  of 'huzza!  huzza' 

COLONEL. 

Hark  !  sure  I  heard  a  sound  of  joy. 

SIR  TAFFY. 

Joyful,  indeed !  for,  see,  Conway  again  ap- 
pears, and  with  him,  or  sure  I  never  saw  her 
face,  my  dear,  dear  daughter!  Yes,  she  is 
here.  Blessed  be  heaven !  I  have  my  child  once 
more  in  my  arms! 

Conway  enters,  hading  in  Emily;  Servant  >, 
Sailors,   <sc.  folloxcing. 

EMILY. 

My  father!  my  dearest  father!  if  my  life  is 
precious,  you  owe  it  only  to ■ 

SI  R   TAFFY. 

To  Conway:  — I  know  it — but  I'm  too  hap- 
py, too  miserable,  to  talk  now.  Help,  help  - 
Arethusa — Colonel  —  all  of  you,  to  lead  hei 
in:  and  help  me,  too,  Conway,  for  the  little 
strength  grief  had  left  me,   joy  lias  taken  away; 
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and  when  I  have  recovered  myself,  I'll  punish 
you  for  saving  my  child's  life,  as  you  deserve. 

OWENS. 

Pless  the  plood  in  my  pocly  !  he  has  saved  the 
whole  ship's  crew,  and  your  Honour  must  loffe 
him  with  all  your  precious  powels. 

LADY  THY  LOVE. 

This  path  will  carry  us  immediately  to  the 
hut.        [Exeunt.     Servants  and  Sailors  Huzza! 

Scene  changes  to  the  inside  of  the  Fisherman's 
House.  Lord  Freezeland,  (Jammer  Night- 
pad,  Train,  and  Lord  Freezeland's  Servants, 
are  discovered. 

LORD   FREEZELAND. 

Yes,  I  think  I  must  die  —  but  it  may  as  well 
be  decently,  so  wring  me  out  as  well  as  you 
can.  [Servants  settling  his  dress. 

TRAIN. 

rTis  pity  your  Lordship  could  not  die  alone, 
though,  locking  the  doors  upon  poor  mother 
and  I,  that  wanted  to  see  after  our  husbands, 
lovers,  masters,  and  mistresses. 

FIRST   FOOTMAN. 

Egad,  to  be  locked  up  in  a  smuggler's  hut  is 
no  bad  port  in  a  storm,  I  think. 

SECOND   FOOTMAN. 

Better — than  be  —  in  —  in  a  Welsh  wick- 
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ed  —  word.  —  So  here's  sue  -  sue  -  cess  to  smug- 
gling. [Drink*. 

TH  TRD   KOOT3IAV. 

"A  bumper  a  bumper  of  good  liquor." 
[Suigs.]     Hiccup  —  hiccup ! 

LORD    1  REEZELAX  D. 

Every  animal  around  me,  (hunk!  — What 
will  become  of  me!  {Violent  knocking. 

FIRST    FOOT  MA  X. 

Ah  !  who  have  we  here:  ''Open  locks,  who- 
ever knocks." 

Enter  Targ  1:1. 

TAKO  LT. 

[Speaking  ray  fast.  All  over,  my  Lord  ! 
saw  the  whole  scene!  Fine  !  great  !  dreadful  \ 
true  sublime!  delightfully  shocking,  indeed! 
You  want  to  embrace  me.  my  Train,  but  don't 
put  me  out  now.  O!  could  I  have  brought  all 
that  these  eyes  have  seen  — the  thunder  — the 
lightning — the  fish-— the  fishermen the  fa- 
ther-—  the  lover—  the  lady — west  of  the  town 

a  mile  among  the  rocks  —  and  ail  the  othei 
charming  distresses:  —could  I  but  bring 'em 
upon  the  stage!  —  but  they're  all  coming;  and 
Sir  Taify  and  Mr.  Conway,  in  the  characters  of 
thunder  and  lightniiu.'..  come  iii-u. 
s  ik   i  \  f\  \  .   (liifliin.  : 

lhvak  o|  door !    bn        ■       "  ; 
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TRAIN. 

[Going  to  Target.]    Ob,  heavens!   oh,  earth! 

TARGET. 

Yes — but  you  must  suppose  a  hug-,  for,  see, 
the  principal  characters  are  all  entering. 

LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

I  wish  I  could  die  off,   at  once. 

TARGET. 

I  wish  so,  too.  my  Lord;  but  as  you  can't, 
I  think  you  had  better  seem  rejoiced  at  the 
young  lady's  escape. 

LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

So    I    will.       [Enter    Sir    Taffy,     Comvay, 
Emily,    Colonel    Fagg,   Lady  Trylove,   Smug- 
glers, and  Sailors."-,      O,    heavens!  what  do  I 
see,  my  life  !   my  love  !   my  charming  Emily  ! 
[Offering  to  take  her  hand 

EMILY. 

Stand  off,  my  Lord,  your  touch  is  profana- 
tion 

COXWAY. 

Sir,  I  must  desire  you  will  take  no  more 
liberties  with  my  wife. 

sj  R  TAFV  v. 

Yes.  Sir.  his  wire,  i  wished  to  give  them  to 
each  other,  but  1  find,  in  our  walk  hither,  they 
had  given  themselves  to  one  another  before. 

LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

And  pray.   Sir.   do  you  approve  of  this  ? 
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SIR    TAFFY. 

Why,  really,  my  Lord,  I  have  been  so  long* 
in  your  good  company,  that  I  begin,  at  last,  to 
take  things  coolly:  besides,  he  saved  my  child's 
life. 

EMILY. 

And  I  understand,  my  Lord,  you  would  have 

let  her  sink. 

LORD    FREEZELAND. 

Why,  when  it  was  positively  asserted,  child, 
that  you  were  gone  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
I  did  not  see  the  use  of  my  going  after  you :  but 
if  I  had  thought  it  was  only  a  stage  trick - 

LADY   TRY  LOVE. 

You  would  still  have  preferred  the  smuggler's 
warm  lire,   to  cold  salt  water,   I  suppose. 

[Old  Nightpad  holds  Joe  by  the  hand,  and 
kneels  to  Sir  Taffy. 

GAFFER  NIGHTPAD. 

After  thanking  your  Honour  on  my  knees, 
for  my  poor  old  life,  I  deliver  up  this  wicked 
son  of  mine  to  justice,  for  bribing  his  father, 
with  a  purse  of  gold,  to  carry  off  your  Worship's 
daughter. 

GAMMER   X  tGIITPAD. 

\ Kneeling. ~\      (),   save  him  —  save  my    son* 

T  R  A  I  X  . 

\ Kneeling.]  O,  save  him — save  my  bro- 
ther,  or  let  his  sister  dangle  by  his  side.     And 


FIRE  .AND    FROST,  527 

if  another  victim   be  demanded,  —  O,  let  it  be 

my  Target, 

TARGET. 

[Kneels.}  Yes,  hang  us  all;  but  still  remem- 
ber we  are  hanged  for  love :  and  if  for  that  we 
swing,  sure  this,  now  happy  pair,  [pointing  to 
Conway  and  Emily]  ought  to  swing  too.  O, 
antient  Sir,   who  loved  so  much  as  they' 

COLONEL. 

Fine  reasoning,   ha,  ha,   ha  ! 

SIR   TAFFY. 

No,  no.  I  am  made  too  happy  with  the  effect, 
to  quarrel  with  the  cause. 

[Target,  Train,  Gaffer  and  Gammer 
Nightpad,  and  Son  Joe,  all  jump  up, 
and  embrace. 

TARGET. 

A  reprieve  !   a  reprieve  !  a  reprieve  ! 

SLR  TAFFY. 

Well,  my  Lord,  you  have  been  standing  ia 
the  back  ground  a  long  time  —  what  say  you 
to  all  this? 

FORD  FREEZELAND. 

T  shall  only  say,  that  had  either  the  gentle- 
man or  the  lady  acted  candidly,  they  might 
have  saved  both  themselves  and  us  a  great 
deal  of  trouble. 

CONWAY. 

Candid! v.   Sir!  —  Damnation  '  —  Draw  ? 
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LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

No,  Sir,  I  rather  choose  to  withdraw.  Slaves  I 
such  of  you  as  can  reel  after  me,   do.       {Going, 

TARGET. 

[Struts  t/p  to  him.']  A  word  with  you,  my 
Lord  —  I  renounce  you  ! 

LORD    FREEZELAXD. 

Vagabond  !  The  flea  warring  with  the  ele- 
phant ! 

[Edit  Lord  Freezeland,  looking  scornfully. 

ALL. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[Lord  Frcezeland's  Servants  stagger  out, 

SIR   TAFFY. 

And  pray,  Master  Target,  how  are  you  to 
shew  cause  why  we  should  not  renounce  you  - 

TARGET. 

Nothing  to  plead  in  my  behalf,   but 

TR  A IX. 

His  treachery  to  me  sent  us  all  to  the  assist- 
ance of  my  young  mistress.  —  I  hope  your 
Honour  will  permit 

STR    TAFFY. 

His  loss  to  be  his  punishment,   I  suppose,- 

well,   be  it  so. 

I  RAIX. 

Especially,  as  there  are  other  disappointments 
in  store  for  him.  Harkee,  Mr.  Target,  [struts 
up  to  him]   I  renounce  you  ! 
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TARGET. 

Vagabond ! 

LADY   TRYLOVE. 

Tints,  you  sec,  Sir  Taffy,  you  arc  the  gainer, 
after  all.  since  you  have  saved  your  child,  lost 
an  arrogant  pretender,  and  sanctioned  the 
rights  of  a  worthy  husband. 

SIR   TAFFY, 

i  own  it,  —  I  own  it. 

LADY"  TRYLOVE. 

This,  then,  is  the  moment  to  execute  a  trust 
that  has  been  reposed  in  me.  by  returning,  ac- 
cording to  my  instructions,  this  jewel-box  to 
you,   Sir  Taffy ■ 

EMILY. 

Which,  though  intended  by  my  dearest  fa- 
ther as  a  bridal  present,  could  not  be  accepted 
on  false  pretences. 

COLONEL. 

1  also  am  charged,  on  the  part  of  my  friend 
Conway,  with  a  restoration  of  the  several  sums 
of  money  herein  contained,  [delivers  a  purse,  j 
and  which  were  forced  upon  the  said  Conway, 
with  intent  to  persuade  his  own  wife  to  commit 
bigamy.-  -There,  Sir,  I  believe  you  will  find  the 
return  correct  to  a  guinea. 

COX  WAY. 

\To   Sir  Taffy.]       I    am    by    no   means   rick 

cor.,  ii  m  m 
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enough,  you  know,  my  clear  Sir,  nor  of  suffici- 
ent consequence  to  afford  committing  a  mean 
action;  nor  poor  enough,  in  my  own  esteem, 
nor  in  my  circumstances,  to  make  myself  un- 
worthy the  honour  I  aspire  to. 

SI  U    TA  IF  V. 

[Much     affected.]       Hem!     hem!      I     can't 
think  what  is  the  matter  with  me. 
con  w  a  v. 

The  offence,  under  which  we  have  both  so 
long  trembled,  was  my  having  dared,  in  order 
to  prevent  a  worse  evil,  to  draw  your  daughter 
into  an  engagement  that  could  only  give  her 
love  and  content:  but  the  moment  that  these 
were  accepted,  the  honour  of  my  own  wife 
was  not  more  sacred  than  her  father's  for- 
tune. 

S  r  II   TA  F!   \  . 

J  — J  —  ]  -Iain  May  glad  to-  — to  have- 
both  my  money  —  and  my  jew<  Is-  -back  again; 
hut  —  - 1  —  I  -  I  have  got  a  cold,  and  -  -a  cough, 
■—and  — a — some  of  the  salt  water  has  got 
into  my  eves:  and  it'  to-morrow  morning,  when 
I  will  have  them  married  over  again,  Emmy 
and  Con.  are  not  as  rich  —  and  as  happ\ 
a  a  couple  as  any  in  Wales,  or  in  Europe. 
I  have  neither  fortune  nor  afiUction  to  make 
L'lem  so.       lint  I    have  got  a   vile  cough.-  and 
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ii   cold    too,  and  a  —  hem,    hem,    or  —  hem, 
for  all  that. 

EMILY. 

Dearest  father  !  —  but  methinks  1  would  have* 
the  joy  more  general. 

•      SIR  TAFFY. 

Yes  !  I'll  have  every  body  married  twice 
over  before  this  time  to-morrow.  I'll  have 
the  Castle  crammed  full  of  happy  couples : 
and,  by  way  of  earnest,  Colonel  Fa  gg,  I  be- 
troth you  to  the  widow  [ joins  their  hands,  \  -  - 
not  a  word,  madam  —  shall  be  so  —  we  shall 
have  some  love-sick  smuggler  carry  you  oftj 
by  and  by. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Really,   this  is  such  a  sort  of  violence 

cor. ox  fci. 
Violence  !   Arethusa. 

LADY    TRY  LOVE. 

Yes,  are  not  you  ravishing  my  hand,  till 
you  have  bribed  my  heart,  to  take  part  against 
its  mistress;  feel  how  the  traitor  beats,  —is  not 
this  violence  ?  [Takes  his  hand. 

COLONEL. 

Dearest   Arethusa !   thus  may  it  ever  bound, 
m  token  of  your  happiness. 

TARGET. 

Then  they  arc  all  provided  for  but  poor  me  ! 
m  m  2 
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but  I  must  sit  in  a  corner,   and  crv,  heisrho  for 
a  wife. 

COLONEL 

Poor  Target:   that  may  not  be. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

Come,   come,   take    hold   of  your   Train.  -  • 
Mrs.  Train,   the  affair  is  to  be  general. 
T  h  a  J  >: : 
"    Bom    for   your  use,     1    live  but    to   obey 

you." 

TAR  OFT. 

[Runs  to  Iter.  J      (),   thou  forgiving  softness, 
wouldst  thou  but  suffer  me,   once  more,   to  put 

myself  in  rehearsal  for 

T  R  a  i  x . 

"  The  Tender  Husband,"'  I  suppose.' — why, 
as  the  play  is  to  end  happily  —  if 

LADY    TRVLOVE. 

We    make    up    a   marriage-portion   amongst 

to  lox  fl. 
"Which  we  certainly  will  do - 


I  ic  w  ill  have  me,   I  suppose. 

TARGET. 

liapt'ares  and  paradise!  l*inks  and  roses! 
Jill\'-i'lo\v(,r>  :nu!  i< ■■'■••  :.;;;!.•■>  !  Honeysuckles  and 
haw  !  horn*  - 
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Til  A  IX. 

That  word,  that  little  word,  — portion,— 
lias  mad','  me  sweeter  to  you  than  them 
all. 

TA  RGET. 

"  You  wrong  your  own  beauty,  and  my  pas- 
sion," divine  little  creature,   to — 

SI  II   TAFFY. 

Well,  well,  you  may  go  over  these  scenes, 
of  "  The  Tender  Husband,"  at  a  more  conveni- 
ent season,  —  you  mean  to  have  one  another, 
and  there  will  be  time  enough.  We  seem  to 
be  pairing  oft  very  prettily. 

TRAIX. 

Yes,  all  the  characters  are  now  comfortably 
disposed. 

SIR   TAFFY. 

And  that  the  catastrophe  may  be  more  stri- 
king"  

OWEXS. 

Three  days,  pless  your  pody,  according  to 
Cambrian  custom,  will  we  dedicate  to  the 
rites  of  Paccus. 

S  I  R   T  A  F  F  V  . 

Yes,    and    all    that    time    old    Hymen  shall 
hardly   be 'able    to    hold    his    torch    from    tip- 
pling,     lie    shall   become,   even    like    Bacchus 
himself,   an  honest  hair-brain'd,   ranting,   roar- 
fellow. 
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LADY  TRY  LOVE. 

[Pointing  to  the  audience.]  And  if  this  good 
company  will  deign  to  accept  our  hearty  invi- 
tation, and  share  our  festival,  we  will  keep  it 
up,   not  only  three  days,   but   as  many   nigliit> 

also  — AS  THEY   PLEASE. 


LVD  OF  VOL.    II. 


Mnrcliant,   Fi-intcr,   ,",   Grpvillr-Strect,    Hoiliwn 


ill 


from  which  it  was  borrowed' 


V  \ 


«% 


-&%*&•*<%■ 

"&'>. 


University  of  Ca 
Southern  Regi 
Library  Facili 


